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ALL our official and semi-official spokesmen during t
last two weeks have been re-affirmkg
our need of
victory. Mr. Asquith did it with the superlative degree
of moderation, scarcely distinguishable from
reluctance
to commit himself.
Mr. Churchill did it with the
comparative
degree
of assurance;
but
Mr.
Lloyd
George was positive on the subject.
“ Without the
vitalising force of victory,” he said, ‘‘ all such phrases
as a League of Nations and arbitration will remain
nothing but words.” It is because we agree with Mr.
Lloyd George that victory is essential to the final
discrediting of the principles of Prussian militarism that
we venture to ask the further questions whether and
upon what conditions a decisive victory is now possible.’
That victory grows more necessary with every access
of power to Prussia everybody
in this country,
we
Are sure, agrees. Nobody with any sense of values
can doubt that if Prussia is left standing, after the
war, the world will be Prussianised into a state of
permanent-barbarism.
On the other hand, the more
vital our victory is seen to be to the future welfare
of the world, the more obscure to the man in the street
does the prospect of it appear to become. He therefore
needs more than assurances that it is necessary, he
needs renewed assurances that it is possible.
***
And when we say possible, we have in mind Clausewitz's
distinction between
the two forms
of strategy
indispensable to the successful conduct of a modern
war--civil strategy
and military strategy. These two
forms, while in one sense they are independent of each
other, are at the same time mutually dependent.
A
modern army that has not complete confidence in the
morale of the nation behind it is in danger of losing its
own morale; and similarly a nation at war that has
not complete confidence in the military command of
its army tends to lose confidence
in itself.
For this
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reason it is almost impossible to exaggerate
the
importance of maintaining in the civil population a good
spirit both as to ends and to means.
An essential
part of the work of the Government is, in fact, to
maintain the spirit of the nation by as many and
various means as the spirit of the Army is
sought to
bemaintained bythemilitarycommand. If there are If
there are
grievances in the public mind, they must be sympathetically .
enquired
into
and
remedied. If certain persons
or classes are failing in their duty and thereby
jeopardising
public morale, they must be dealt with. Mere
grumblings,
of course, ought to be treated as such;
but common sentiments when they are outraged are
a serious matter. Now is it the fact, we ask, that in
these respects our Government has done what ought
to be done? Making every allowance for the difficulty
of their task, we must reply that while a number of
grievances
have been attended
to, the Government
have neglected to dig down to the roots of the trouble.
They have contented themselves with a plaster when
the disease has demanded something drastic.
This
‘has been the case with three matters of which we
cannot say that one is of greater or lesser importance
than another. With the evil of war-profiteering,
with
the licence still given to luxury-trades,
and with the
continuance
of manifest inequality of sacrifice among
us, the Government has not only not dealt effectively,
it has not attempted to deal effectively. Nobody has
been deceived by the words of the Government upon
these grievances; but everybody looks at the
Government's
acts and seed, in fact, that little has been
attempted.
***
Since we appear to have in prospect a long
row to
hoe before arriving at victory, and since, again, it is
certain that victory is impossible without the hearty
co-operation
of the whole nation, we are entitled to
require that each of these three main civil grievances
shall be remedied.
Concerning profiteering it is the
simple truth to say that its total suppression is a war-

measure of the first importance.
It is not enough to
have confiscated eighty per cent. of war-proifits ; there
must be no war-profits whatever.
Every penny of
war-profit is a loss of much more than money to the
nation : it is a deadly blow to our national morale.
Then it must be said that the luxury-trades
can no
longer be indulged.
It is perfectly useless to pretend
that we are really fighting for our existence when on
any
afternoon
hundreds
of obviously comfortable
citizens can be seen fighting
in the West-end for
luxurious bargains.
It is equally ridiculous
of the
Press to support in one column the appeals of the
Chancellor for economy and of the Labour Minister for
labour, and in the next appeal to readers to go on
shopping as usual. Weak-minded
as the majority of
us arc, as appeal to spend needs only the opportunity
to spend to become irresistible; and SO long, therefore,
as the shops are filled with articles of luxury, and the
Press is filled with appeals to us to buy them, the
luxury trades will flourish among us even while our
existence is at stake in Flanders.
A much more
positiveand active Government policy towards luxuries is
urgent at this moment, and will remain urgent for
some months to come. Moreover, we are certain that
drastic action would be welcomed even by the people
who are now spending their substance in riotous clothing;
for they argue that if the Government were serious
the luxury-trades would be regulated, and their pride
in a serious Government would he ample compensation
for the loss of their present expensive recreation.
Finally, it is obvious that we have approached little
nearer than in print to the spirit of the phrase, equality
of sacrifice. That there was in the first days of the
war a will to equality nobody can deny. Never was a
nation. in a more heroic mood than when the legal
mind of Mr. Asquith first began to pour cold water on
it. The mood dies hard, it is still alive. But it needs
to be nourished on deeds. If we are as a civil population
to carry through the war to victory, this spirit of
equality must be revived and strengthened.
It must
be expressed in Acts and Regulations of Parliament.
***
In denouncing luxuries
we ought, however, to
distinguish between the material luxuries and the socalled Iuxuries of culture.
The latter are not really
luxuries at all; but they are, on the other hand,
necessities of the highest practical utility. Too many
people suppose that it is something to have saved
expenditure on the things of sweetness and light-education,
art, literature, music-and
to
spend
the
savings
on what they call real necessities.
The
truth,
however,is the very opposite.
Of material necessities the
present supply is nowhere near the demand; and for
this reason the demand should be curtailed.
But of
the necessities of culture the demand is not now, and
never has been, and never will be, anywhere near the
supply.
What is more, we can safely indulge in the
necessities of culture without imperilling the nation by
our greed; for all we demand only increases the supply
available for everybody ; we increase culture by
consuming it. Moreover, as Mr. Penty has taught us,
the economic effects of a consumption of the things of
culture are all good. Few objects of culture require
very much material sustenance; they make little or no
drain upon the economic resources of society.
The
diversion of spending from material to cultural things
would therefore in no way reduce the labour or
commoditysupply of the country; but, on the other hand,
it would fill the country with real treasure. The plain
living and high thinking of society is dictated by the
conditions of the present war, which, indeed, in many
other respects, provides such a justification for Idealism

as has
never before
been witnessed.
Consider
only two or three examples of it.
Is it not certain
that the nation that will emerge triumphant from the
war is precisely the most Christian nation, the most
Socialist nation, and the nation most nearly fraternal?
These, which were mere ideals in the days of peace,
have become legislative necessities during
the war.
We can say, in fact, that what Parliament has been
required
to do is to enact practical Christianity,
practicalSocialism, and practical fraternity as conditions
of practically carrying on the war. And Parliament’s
failure has been from a defect and not an excess of this
I
practical
idealism.
**+
Having briefly examined the civil conditions of victory,
we may next inquire into the military conditions. Here
we are of necessity somewhat in the dark; and it is
the business of the Government discreetly to enlighten
us. In his speech on Friday last, Mr. Lloyd George
remarked that a Government must be prepared to face
the obloquy of a confession of defeat if at any time
defeat should appear to be inevitable.
At the same
time he assured us that a military victory is in his
judgment possible;‘ and that he had by no means yet
despaired of it. These, it must be admitted, are very
different words from those employed by Mr. Lloyd
George a year ago. Even until within the last month
or two, Cabinet Ministers,
Admirals,
and Generals
were all loudly asserting that victory was inevitable.
We write with only public knowledge
upon the
subject, but we confess to some uneasiness at the sudden
change of tone. Was
the Russian
collapse
so
unforeseeable
a few weeks ago that our statesmen when
prophesying
a certain victory could not have been
expected to take it into account? And if they were so
short-sighted then, are they any the better now?
If
their hopes were liars, may not their present fears be?
The difficulty for the average citizen is to know who or
what to believe in the Babel of tongues and rumours.
Plainly, we are at the mercy of our military advisers,
who alone can tell us (if anybody can) whether
and
anproximately when a military victory can be achieved.
How the situation presents itself to us, however (with
all the reservations
above made),
is something
as
follows ; and, moreover, we believe these conclusions
to be general.
In the first place, we no longer believe
that the European Allies alone are able to win a
decisive victory over Prussian militarism.
On the
contrary, it now appears that from having successively
been an auxiliary and a principal in the war, this country
must be prepared to become an auxiliary to another
principal, or, at least, a co-principal with her, namely,
with America. For, in the second place, if we cannot
any longer be certain of winning alone, we can, at any
rate, be certain of winning in alliance with America.
And this is our present assurance.
But against this
assurance,
if we may write frankly, objections have
been raised to which a public reply ought to be made.
It is not consonant with the dignity of the European
Allies, so it is said, to require the co-operation of
America in the European task of crushing Prussian
militarism : and it is not safe, so Dean Inge warns us,
to expose Europe to “the upper millstone of America
and the nether millstone of Asia.”
In reply to the
first objection, it is enough to observe that Prussian
militarism is not a European menace only, it is a
menace to democracy
all over the world.
While
therefore, it may be something
of a reflection on
Europe that we have allowed a menace of this kind to
arise among us, and to have failed to suppress it by
our own exertions, it is not a disgrace to accept the
co-operation of the world, but it would be adding a
crime to a blunder to neglect to welcome it. And in
reply to Dean Inge’s gIoomy forebodings,
we would
say that the peril he describes is future and imaginary,
while the peril of Prussia is present and real. What

consequences will follow from the union of America
with Europe in a world-task of the present magnitude
we are nut afraid to speculate. Assuredly,
they
include the initiation of a deliberate world-policy for the
Anglo-Saxon
race.
***
We must clearly recognise, however, that in
transferringour focus from Europe to a world that includes
America, consequential transferences
of no small
importance are involved. If -we cannot win the war by
ourselves but must needs depend for final victory upon
America, the war has definitely ceased to be European
and equally we must not expect to be able to make
a purely European peace. Victory
over Prussianism
is a paramount necessity.
But without the fullest.
co-operation of America such a victory is practicalIy
impossible.
It therefore follows that we must choose
between victory and the co-operation of America; and
not only in the war, but in the peace that is to follow
it. It is at this point that a certain amount of reluctance
to face the facts is shown.
Are there not some
amongst us who would rather stop the war than win
it only to make an American peace? Are there not
stilt others who hope to obtain the co-operation of
America in the war and then to neglect her counsel in
the settlement of the terms of peace? Both opinions,
we think, are as unworthy of the magnitude of the
war as they are certainly likely to be ineffectual. The
fullest acceptance of the support of America both in
the war and in the peace seems to us to be as imperative
in the one as in the other.
As necessary as
America is to Europe ‘for the purpose of defeating
Prussia,
so necessary is America to Europe for the
purposes of the future peace.
It is shortsighted
to
imagine that when the Prussian
fire has been
extinguished,the smouldering ashes will not blaze up again
if the Prussian log is left unconsumed; and upon what
Power, if not America, can we depend for the
destruction of the log? For ourselves we welcome, not
only the belligerent co-operation of America, but even
more her pacific co-operation.
Not one amongst our
statesmen appears to us to have fully expressed the
profound feeling of satisfaction
the British people
experience from the knowledge that America is with us
for peace after the war. Not only is America’s alliance
with ourselves our guarantee of ultimate victory-it
is
the guarantee of the peace this country entered the
war to win : a peace, we may say, that was becoming
distant and shadowy under the continued regime of the
secret diplomacy which preceded the war.
***
Indispensable as victory is, and certain a5 it appears
if Europe can endure until America can exert her
strength, there is nevertheless ample room for
diplomacy.
In this sphere it can scarcely be said that the
Allies have many triumphs to their credit.
The field
is, therefore, still open.
The most promising field,
moreover, is the one which has been hitherto the most
neglected, that of the people of Germany.
We are
aware, of course, of all that can be urged against this
means of overcoming the Prussian power. It
is
impracticable and it would be ineffective even if it could
be made practicable. Where
there
is America,
however,there is a way; and the lead given to the Allies
by President Wilson is at least as worth the trial as
many another. That the democratisation
of Germany
would be effective against militarism’ we have not,
for ourselves, any doubt. The democratisation
of
Germanywould, in fact, be the symbol of the destruction
of Prussian militarism, and the best evidence we can
accept.
For the contrary assumption, made by Mr.
G. K. Chesterton and others, that Prussian militarism
can be destroyed while leaving the Prussian autocracy
standing, takes no account of the identity of an
autocracy
with militarism.
An autocracy,
unlike
a

democracy,needs an army not occasionally but permanently.
Leaning thus upon the army, such a Government is as
much bound to be militarist as a Government that
leans upon the wealthy classes is bound to be capitalist.
Its nominal head may be a Prince of Peace, as
the ex-Tsar thought himself at one time and the Kaiser
would still have the world think the Emperor of
Germany; but he is a slave of the power of the Army
that supports his throne. To transform
the character
of the constitution is therefore to transfer the
dependence
of
the monarch
from
the military
to another
caste in the State. The new supporters may be the
wealthy classes, and we have capitalism,
but not
militarism.
Or it may be the people generally, and
then we have democracy, but not militarism.
Our
diplomatic object should therefore be by all means in
our power (and they are to be found if we look for
them) to bring about a constitutional revolution
in
Germany, in the certainty that any constitutional change
is necessarily anti-militarist. If Stockholm is a fulcrum,
let us go to Stockholm:
***
The Labour Party’s revised Version of war-aims
differs significantly
from
the authorised
version
publishedsome eighteen months ago. Russia is no longer
congratulated on her Revolution, though, in truth, the
mistakes made in Russia have been the mistakes chiefly
of the Cadet or Liberal party rather than of the Socialist
parties.
The Labour party is not so confident
to-day of the’ approach of democracy
in Germany
as
it
was
formerly,
though,
in
truth,
democracy is nearer to-day than ever before.
On
the other hand
the Fabian
influence
upon
the
Labour
party seems to have grown
in strength.
Increased emphasis is laid upon the need to establish
after the war a ‘ ‘ Supernational authority, ” composed
of all the nations proportionally
represented,
and
charged with the maintenance of the world’s peace. On
this occasion we shall say nothing unfriendly to a
proposal so typical of the Fabian mind, with its love of
machinery and its distrust of spirit. We will only once
again remark that if Prussia remains
an autocratic
militarist power, no supernational authority
will long
be possible ; and that if Germany becomes democratic,
any supernational authority will be superfluous. The
proper policy of Labour, moreover, we conceive to be
less the uniting of Governments in their present capitalist
or militarist forms than the uniting of the peoples
through their Labour and Socialist parties. It is true
that the latter policy has not hitherto been much of a
success; but to create an International
of Capital is
not of necessity a better alternative
than
a fresh
attempt to create a Socialist International.
For a
Labour party, in short, the present version of waraims is too much coloured by bureaucracy to be the
last word on the subject.
***
No blame can be attached to Lord Northcliffe’s
fraternal scapegoat,
Lord Rothermere,
the new Air
Minister, for the coincidence of his accession to office
and the renewal of German air-attacks on this country.
We are likely to see many more of them, be the Air
Minister Lord Northcliffe himself. Lord
Rothermere,
however, is responsible for his words, and what he
says is evidence against his intelligence.
Speaking
last week, he said that “we are determined that
whatever
outrages are committed on the civilian population
of this country shall be met by similar treatment upon
the enemy’s own people. We detest these doctrines,
holding them to be grossly immoral”; but we shall
practise them.
The spectacle
of Lord Rothermere
with sobs and tears sorting out bombs of the largest
size for the civilian population of Germany is too
characteristic of his organ, the “Daily Mirror,” to be
mistaken in this country for a vision of England.
But
abroad it will confirm our enemy’s worst hopes,

Foreign

Affairs,

By s. Verdad.
SINCE the time of Frederick the Great it has been a
German boast that the military leaders of Prussia have
always had one advantage over their enemies. They
can, it is asserted, improve upon a defeat faster than
their enemies can improve upon a victory. The boast
is not without its justification; and examples of it are
to be found at all stages of history between Kunersdorf
and
Cambrai. It is all the more imperative that
when an unmistakable German defeat does occur we
shall take steps to prevent this claim from being put
into effect. General
Sir Edmund Allenby has just
carried out an admirably planned campaign in Palestine.
Begun at the end of October with the capture
of Gaza and Beersheba, it has now ended in the fall of
Jerusalem and the strengthening
of our positions on
the coast-line
of the Lower Levant. Coincidentally,
there comes the news that General Marshall is continuing
the late General Maude’s progress beyond Bagdad ;
so that--allowance
always being made for the
unexpectedturns of fortune in war-two great Moslem
centres are now in our hands. Can we not now see to
it that these recent successes are crowned
by a
diplomatic
campaign? Let us seek to ascertain what
the present prospects may be said to be.
President Wilson has refrained from declaring war
on ’Turkey and Bulgaria because, as he has
significantly
explained, America is not likely to come into
direct conflict with Turkish and Bulgarian troops, and
there is even some prospect that the known difficulties
between Bulgaria and Germany, and between Turkey
and Germany may become accentuated.
We know,
indeed, that M. Radoslavov,
the
Bulgarian Prime
Minister,
has expressed
the opinion
publicly that
Bulgaria’s aims have been achieved;
and,
despite the
absence of -really trustworthy
news from Turkish
sources, enough has filtered through
to enable the
Western Powers to realise that even in Constantinople
itself there ,is a distinct difference of opinion.
One
school-small,
perhaps, but none the less ’in evidence
-would be willing, apparently, to “cut the losses” and
retire from an obviously uneven conflict on the best
terms to be had, The other school, dominated
by
Enver Pasha, relies upon the Central Empires €or help
both during and after’ the war. One comment on this
political situation may be made. It is well known that
the Germans have vast concessions
in the Turkish
Empire, of which the notorious Bagdad Railway is
only one. We may take it for granted that those
concessions have been bolstered up in the course of the
war in every possible way, particularly by the bribery
of politicians whose adherence to Germany seemed to
be doubtful. We may take it for granted also that the
Entente
Powers, following their customary policy of
drift in these matters, have never thought of appealing
to the ’Turks during the war-I do not mean directly,
but through
the numerous channels
of propaganda
known to everybody. The time has now come, I
submit,when the Allies should definitely determine to get
Turkey out of the war; and the means of achieving this
end are not so difficult as might be supposed.
Let me say here that I suggest Turkey rather than
Bulgaria.
I do
not
mean
that Bulgaria
is
more stubborn;
far from it. Rut we have won
two distinct victories over the Turkish armies (Bagdad
and Jerusalem)
whereas Bulgarian soil is still free
from invasion. Further,
if Turkey
decided
(as
I
confidentlyhold she could be made to decide) to enter into
a separate peace engagement,
she could not be
punished by her present predominant partner, whereas
Bulgaria would perhaps experience
a touch of
frightfulnessif she retired while leaving Austria and Turkey
to fight on. But Turkey is in a different position.
.We know that, despite our diplomatic errors before

and during the war; despite Germany’s flat refusal
to allow the Entente Powers to participate in Turkish
administration
when their help
was
specifically
requested by the Porte, there has always been a proEntente school in the Turkish Empire. Nor is this a
matter for astonishment even in these difficult times.
Politically and economically, Turkey has much more to
gain from the Entente Powers than from the Central
Empires.
The principles
underlying
the Turkish
Revolution were and are Allied principles; not German,
A purely artificial barrier has been created partly by
our own diplomatic errors and partly by our reluctant
and indeed ill-advised yielding to force when Germany
insisted, as she did in 1911 and again in 1913, on
managing
Turkey’s
internal
affairs
herself.
The
mission of Admiral Lympus,
lent by the British
Government
to reorganise
the Turkish
Navy,
was
never on a level with the mission of Marshal von der
Goltz and General Liman von Sanders, lent by the
BerlinGovernment to reorganise the ’Turkish Army. From
the definite commencement
of the Bagdad Railway
in 1898 (I speak only of the more recent and continuous
developments) German influence in Turkey
remained
paramount for ten years. The Entente Powers would
fain have made an end of it ; and the Revolution showed
them the way. But Frederick’s
boast: unfortunately,
was justified.
The Entente hesitated, partly because
their representatives
on the spot were inexperienced,
slow to think, and rather prejudiced against turmoil
and revolt. The German brain worked more rapidly,
and after a short interregnum was once more in
controlof the Porte.
I have said why the Entente Powers
failed in part.
I should add that another cause of
their failure at this time was the unquestioned menace
of the Central Powers.
After a protest over the
Austrian
annexation
of
Bosnia
and Herzegovina
nothing was done; and as the Central Powers, unlike
the Entente countries, were prepared to go to war to
attain their ends, nothing could be done.
England,
France, Russia,
Turkey,and Serbia were united on
the one side; and, logically, the European war should
have broken out then. It did not, simply because at
that time Germany was the only country in the world
ready to flood her neighbours with a couple of million
well-drilled,
well-armed
soldiers. Nor was the lesson
heeded.
Now Germany, for once, has failed to come to the
support of an ally. It is true enough to say that from
the military
point of view Jerusalem
is of little
consequence;but this begs the question.
It is no small
matter to allow Turkey’s enemies to secure possession
of this historic area, including the coast. Jerusalem
itself may not matter, but Gaza and Jaffa matter a
great deal. The utmost the Germans can promise is
that they will safeguard Turkey-in-Europe
and Turkey
proper in Asia, and that they will furnish continued
protection and financial aid after the war.
But we
can do all these things, and do them better. Russia
has renounced her claim to the Straits; and the
Mesopotamiaoil-wells were made over to us in 1913. We
can rid Turkey of the iniquitous kilometric guarantee
attaching to the Bagdad Railway concession ; we can
guarantee equitable democratic protection, and we can
certainly furnish more money, and on more generous
terms,
for post-bellum development.
By “we”
I
mean, naturally, the Entente Powers as a whole; for
we have none of us anything to lose by guaranteeing
the integrity of what constitutes the Turkish Empire.
Now, however, the time is particularly opportune for
saying so.
A British Army has the upper hand in
Palestine and in %Mesopotamia; more than a quarter
of a million Greek troops are in training ; the Russians
are still fighting
on the Persian frontier; and the
Turkish Armies, under German leaders, cannot for the
moment hold their own. Let us assume that there are
Entente statesmen wise enough
to profit by these
exents.

The Function

of the State.

By Arthur J. Penty.
IT is typical of the confusion in which a generation of
Collectivist thinking has involved social theory that
when to-day men speculate on the attributes of the State
in the society of the future they invariably proceed upon
the assumption that its primary function is that of
organisation.
The Syndicalist with his firmer grip on
reality realising that the State is an extremely bad and
incompetent organiser. rightly comes to the conclusion
that if the State can find no better apology for its
existence, it is an encumbrance--a conclusion from which
I can see no escape for such as conceive organisation to
be the primary function of the State.
Several
National Guildsmen, though accepting
the
State as essential to a well-ordered society, have not been
able to escape from this dilemma.
Mr.
Hobson
dismisses the idea that the primary function of the State
is organisation, but conceives of it as spiritual, though
the examples he employs, with the exception of
education, namely, foreign policy, public health and local
government, appear to me to be more mundane than
spiritual.
Even this, however, is partly begging the
question.
It is not a satisfactory answer to the Syndicalist
It suggests the existence of activities for which
a Guild Congress may not perhaps be properly qualified
to deal but it offers us no clear principle for guidance.
Mr. Hobson’s understanding of ‘‘ spiritual ” is different
from mine; and I would say that if the State cannot
justify itself as an organiser, it certainly cannot do so
as a spiritual influence. Not only does it not exercise
any spiritual influence to-day but it is questionable if it
has ever done so In the past. On the ‘contrary, it
appears to me to exercise a baneful influence on whatever
spiritual activities it has taken under its protection.
Most people would probably agree that the influence of
the State upon the English Church has been an
influence
entirely bad. The ope section of the Church today
which is really alive is the High Church, and it is
significant that it is among High Churchmen that
advocatesofdisestablishment are to be found. Nobody will
be found to defend our national educational system
or maintain that the participation of the State in the
task of education has in any way fulfilled the expectations
of its promoters. Nor, again, can anyone maintain
that the patronage of the arts by the State exhibits any
degree of insight or understanding.
It is, I believe,
in the nature of things that this should be so, for the
State is of earth earthy.
The problem of temporal
power which engages its attention does not tend to
create an atmosphere
in which things spiritual can
grow.
If then the State is not to be justified as an organiser,
nor can it exercise spiritual functions, on what grounds
is it to be justified? The experience of history provides
the answer. The function of the State is to give
protection to the community : military protection in the
first place; civil protection in the next; and economic
protection in the last.
Let me deal with economic
protection first, for if I am to be understood at all I
must make it clear that I refer to something very
different from the “ Protection ” of current politics.
Protection is a two-edged sword and may just as easily
be a curse as a blessing.
Protection against the
economic enemy beyond the seas is the necessary
corollary of any stable economic system; but
protectionagainst the economic enemy within the gate is
the primary necessity, for it means the protection of
the workers against exploitation. It involves the
recreation of the Guilds. By chartering these the State
gives economic protection to the community.
The connection between an economic protection of
this order and military and civil protection may not at
first sight be obvious. But a little thought will perhaps
demonstrate that they are mutually dependent
upon
each other. They have this one thing in common-

that they each seek to guard society against the
depredations of the man of prey, Economic
protection
or privilege is demanded for the Guild in order to
prevent the man of prey from securing his ends by
means of trickery.
Civil protection
is demanded in
order to prevent the same type of man from securing
his ends by means of personal violence. Military
protection is demanded in order to secure the community
against attack from without, which is the inevitable
consequence of the domination of an adjacent people
by men of this type. From this point of view the
differing psychology
of nations is to be explained.
The internationalist
may be right in affirming that,
taken in the mass, men are very much alike all over the
world.
But in practical affairs what makes the difference
is the type of man that dominates a civilisation,
for the dominating type give the tone to a community,
and it is that which in politics must be reckoned with.
The manifest truth of this view of the function
of the State has been obscured by two things. Firstly,
by the undoubted fact that in our day the State has
been captured by the man of prey; and, secondly, by
the acceptance by reformers of Rousseau’s doctrine of
the “ natural perfection of mankind.” The first may,
or may not, be a reason for giving the existing State
an unqualified support. The second is a more serious
matter, because it tends to confirm the man of prey
in the possession of the State by standing in the way of
the only thing that can finally dislodge him--the growth
of a true social philosophy.
It has always been a
mystery to me why Rousseau’s doctrine should have
been accepted by Socialists. How they reconciIe their
belief in the natural perfection of mankind with their
violent hatred of capitalists I am entirely at a loss to
understand.
If the domination of the modern world
by capitalists is not to be explained on the hypothesis
that when the State withdrew economic protection from
its citizens by suppressing the Guilds the capitalist,
by a process of natural selection, came to dominate
the lives of the more scrupulous members of society,
then how is it to be explained? To exonerate capitalists
from personal responsibility by blaming the “ system ”
is pure nonsense, because it presupposes the existence
of a social system independent
of the wills of its
individual members, and especially of capitalists who
are its dominating type. Moreover,
to speak of
capitalism as the capitalist system is itself a misnomer,
for it is not in any sense a system. On the contrary,
capitalism is a chaotic and disorderly growth, every
attempt to bring order into which reacts to increase
the prevailing confusion. Socialists are right in hating
capitalists; they are wrong in denying the only rational
justification
for that hated-original
sin. I insist upon
a frank recognition of this fact because I do not see
how the Guilds”; are to be restored apart from it; for
just in the same way as the modern Parliamentary
electoral system is the political expression of the
doctrineof the natural perfection of mankind, so the Guild
system in the Middle Ages was the political expression
of the doctrine of original sin. About this no two
opinions are possible. The Mediaevalists realised that
rogues are born as well as made, and that the only
way to prevent the growth of a cult of roguery such
as oppresses the modern world is to recognise frankly
the existence of evil tendencies in men and to legislate
accordingly.
It was for this reason that they sought
to suppress profiteering
in its various forms of
forestalling, regrating and adulteration, for they realised
that rogues are dangerous-men and that the only way
to control them is to suppress them at the start by
insisting that all men who set up in business should
conform to a strict code of morality in their business
dealings and daily life. Liberalism, with its faith in the
natural perfection of mankind, was built upon the
opposite assumption-that
the best will come to the
top if men are left free to follow their own devices.
They sought to inaugurate an industrial millennium by

denying economic protection to the workers while they
dreamed of a day when military protection would no
longer be necessary. Both of these illusions have been
shattered by the war, but the doctrine upon which
they were built-the
natural perfection
of mankindremains with us to perpetuate our confusion. When it,
too, is shattered we may recover the theory of the
State.
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VII.
IF we regard Socialism on its’ non-economic side,
nothing in its recent developments will strike us more
than the appearance within it of the theological
doctrineofOriginal Sin. Marx, the father of us all, would
I should think, have found the idea rather to his taste :
but it would have greatly distressed
and annoyed
Engels.
Responsibility
for its definite introduction
into Socialist writings lies with M. Sorel, while the
late Mr. Hulme and Mr. de Maeztu have spread the
light in England.
Gut there is, so far as I know,
nowhere any very precise attempt to define the doctrine
in its political applications or to consider its relations
to it5 previous appearances.
M. Sorel and Mr. Hulme
give the impression that they are quite unaware how
extraordinarily diverse have been the interpretations
the doctrine has received in the history of the Christian
Church.
Various papers which Mr. Hulme published
in THE NEW AGE indicated fairly well his own point of
view in its general features; he said enough to give us
cause to regret most bitterly the loss of his fertile mind
to the discussion of the political philosophy. of the
Guilds; and it is left to the rest of us to complete the
exposition arid criticism of his ideas, both on Original
Sin and on other things. Mr. de Maeztu’s position I
find harder still to understand, because it does seem to
me rather difficult to connect with any theological
doctrinethat has ever been called by that name. Fathers
and Doctors alike would feel uneasy in his company.
A detailed discussion
of these points, however,
is
scarcely relevant to the conclusion of an argument on
personal liberty. I leave them, undertaking to resume
their separate discussion
and premising that what I
have to say now is therefore subject to an unknown
degree of modification : and endeavour to explain only
why I should deny the imputation, based on this theory
of liberty that I have put forward, that I am a “worthy
progressive,”
an optimist,
a humanist,
and perhaps
even a romantic. I may not, of course, thereby succeed
in reaching the depths of Mr. Hulme’s despair or
equalling the blackness of M. Sorel’s pessimism
and
I know that I cannot rival Mr. de Maeztu’s contempt
But why political theorists should
for humanity.
indulge in these contests
in frightfulness remains
somewhatobscure.
By “ the political and social transcendence
of the
Doctrine of Original Sin,” Mr. de Maeztu may mean,
so far as I can see, ‘one of two things, or perhaps
both.
In the first place, it may be another way of
putting what he elsewhere calls the primacy of things.
I have already discussed this and there is no need
to repeat the arguments. Vales,
I should agree,
determine functions and ultimately the relations of
individuals within groups. But that need not mean that
individuality is without value for its own sake: still
less that it does not demand attention as the bearer
of values. However inconsiderable and worthless a man
ought to think himself, however steadfastly he ought
to direct his attention to the things that lie beyond
himself, the wisdom which he has acquired is his and
will die with him: and even when the works of art
he leaves behind him are an imperishable glory, there
are so many of them and no more because the unworthy
producer of them has passed away,

A rather subtle confusion, in short, underlies Mr. do
Maeztu’s position, and at the very least obscures, if it
does not actually falsify, his thinking. An undue eagernes
for a philosophy has possessed him : and like many
good men before him, an intense desire to show that
the substance of his faith has been a possession of all
great Western minds has led him astray. From the
most usual consequence of this manner of thinking,
that of twisting the writings of the classical
philosophers
to suit his argument-a
process
always carried
through in all good faith--Mr. de Maeztu seems almost
entirely free. But it is strange that the conflict of the
attitudes of mind that we call religion and morality
should have escaped him ; and not a few of the troubles
arise from transferring an idea like Original Sin, which
belongs altogether to religion, to the region of morality,
where it inevitably breeds confusion. This is the more
surprising since (so far as one can judge from his
writings) Mr. de Maeztu follows on the whole the
Catholic and not either the earlier Augustinian or the
later Protestant
tradition. Both in his case and in that
of Mr. Hulme
we are frequently reminded of the
Calvinist doctrine of the moral perversity of the
individual. Within politics, at least, concupiscence seems
always to be sin, in the eyes of these reformers. The
corresponding
idea in morals is precisely the element
absent partly from St. Thomas and almost entirely
from later Scholasticism. Their views of the freedom
of the will and the natural man are quite normal, and
do not suffer from an overstrained religiosity.
Whatever views one may hold on the ultimate nature
of religion and morality or about their validity, the
opposition of the attitudes they adopt towards the
individual remains and can hardly escape attention.
Morality refers to the conduct of men : and it lays on
them duties and obligations. Their activities and their
minds and selves are its primary concern : and the fact
that a philosopher holds that these have no value for
their own sake should not prevent his seeing this.
All he need do is argue either that they have a derived
value or that morality doesn’t matter. Similarly ethics
is no science of values in general or in the abstract.
Morality is the main part of its subject matter : it deals
with values realised in conduct. But religion, on the
other hand, is not in the first instance interested in
what men are or do. It has to lead them beyond themselves and bring them into relation with values which
are relatively permanent. To say this is no doubt to
put it in its lowest terms; and it might become
intelligible only when delivered from abstraction by a
discussion of the types of religion, which vary from the
primitive man’s prayers to powers (more or less
personal) which intervene spasmodically in human affairs,
through the worship of a single being who directs the
universe, to devotion to things worth having in entire
independence of our success or failure in attaining them
and of whether they exist or not. For religion it is
true that the individual is of no account; and a man
seeks its consolation precisely when his own strength
can do no more for him. He desires something secure
against accident and chance; and he finds it either in a
God more or less omnipotent or in devotion to an end
impersonal TO far as his insignificant self is concerned.
Original Sin expresses this state
of mind clearly
enough: but it would falsify and contradict morality.
In a word, sin is not an ethical idea in the strict Sense
at all. The moralist may talk about wrong-doing.
But
only the theologian can ’know- enough of the mind of
God to mention sin,
Even if we agree that religion represents an attitude
more valuable in itself and at the same time more
ultimatethan morality, that does not mean that it swallows
up the fatter, so that it can have no rights on its own
account. Religion, after all, is the affair of the Church,
and the Church; whatever it is, is not society : still less
is it the State. To drag the doctrine of Original Sin
into politics suggests a day of humiliation in which we

all in a general confession admit that we are miserable
criminals.
Even the Labour Party might stick at that.
But to anyone who accepts the Thirty-Nine Articles
and the other standards of the Church of England the
members of it are original sinners primarily and
anythingelse only by accident or the grace of God.
But something rather different from all this may
perhaps be Mr. de Maeztu’s real meaning. When he
asserts the fundamental importance of Original Sin he
may, like Mr. Hulme and M. Sorel, mean to protest
against Romanticism
and the Liberalism
of the
nineteenthcentury, their bourgeois assumptions and their
general
incompetence. Mere again everything depends
on how much the democratic ideology is taken to
include. I do not wish to discuss Sorel, who constitutes
a problem by himself; and it is sufficiently clear that
Mr. de Maeztu has not much in common with him; no
one could possibly call the latter an anti-intellectualist,
or very well regard the former as anything else. The
ethical
theory I should accept is essentially
rational
and sceptical, which ‘is precisely what M. Sorel regards
as one of the marks of the, Romanticist : but since on
this point I have the support of Mr. de Maeztu, I need
not stop to defend myself. The view of liberty I have
been discussing, on the other hand, implies a conception
of
democracy which
M.
Sorel maintains
to be
essential to Socialism, for it asserts that as a working
hypothesis we must assume that all men are equal.
How far Mr. de Maeztu could accept such a view is
doubtful.
A great deal of his polemic is directed
against something very like it, although I should have
imagined that it was only Romanticism,
with its
profoundbelief in humanity and the goodness of the
universe as a place destined for man’s habitation, that
could have remained content with inequality, natural
and therefore just.
Pessimism may be fatal to our
self-esteem, but since it includes all of us we need not
be unduly distressed at our common fate.
That is, in fact, the perplexing thing about Mr. de
Maeztu’s
position.
One could understand a Romanticist
who believed
in compulsion.
But that anyone
with a decent sense of Christian humility should take it
upon himself to compel other people is incredible. It
is the old story. The eternal reason for developing
liberty is that only Philistines and other stable-minded
people, together with the remaining natural rulers
within and without of the working class, ever possess
that peculiar type of belief, the consequence of which
is that they cannot admit themselves wrong, and so
easily take themselves to be justified in the compulsion
of other people. Rulers always do imagine themselves
to be the elect, if they ever think of Original Sin : and
they think themselves justified and sanctified even in
this world.
Against such restraint of princes liberty
is the only remedy.
And Mr. de Maeztu ought to
require nothing more as a minimum than the
demonstration
that this is not inconsistent with the functional
principle.
If it be replied, however, that to argue in this way
is to be sceptical about knowledge no answer can Le
made except that doubt is always possible.
Where
matters of fact enter, certainty is in the nature of the
case not to be had, and he must be content with
probability. Propositions which concern values, and only
values, are, I agree, theoretically certain : for such
knowledge is a priori.
But though these enter as
elements into all political reasoning,
they do not
exhaust it, and what else is there compels us to take a
good deal on faith. We can ask of Mr. de Maeztu the
old questions : “Who is to exercise the compuIsion,
and what are they to compel?” No
amount
of
referenceto the primacy of things will furnish an answer to
them, and to murmur Original Sin will leave us cold.
But, I repeat, though these arguments are too much
for Mr. de Maeztu, they are not sufficient for M. Sorel;
O. LATHAM.
for he believes in an absolute ethics,
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XVII.-THE
SLIGHTLY
SHOP-WORN.
“Do them, they’ll only feel hurt if you don’t.”
In
response to this friendly advice,
I can answer but
“ Quare?
For what cause, and to what effect?” The
“Saturday
Review,”
‘‘The
Athenaeum,”
“The
Nation,” the etc., are in about the same format. ’What,
under heaven, should I find there worth my sixpence?
Concerning these papers I have already an impression
--and not the least curiosity.
My impression is that
no one of the least consequence has written in these
papers during the last ten years; that no active
ideationhas celebrated itself in their columns; that no
critic whose mind is of the least interest has therein
expressed himself in regard to literature or the arts.
Books have in them been reviewed, and essays (by
oourtesy)
printed,
and these have, I think, been
fashioned in accord with some half-forgotten editorial
policy formed by the editor before the editor before
last.
Not one of their writers has looked upon literature,
or painting, or even politics, for himself; they are
a limbo of marcescent ideas : ideas that, when they are
too worn out even €or “The Athenaeum,” are passed on
to Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton and their clerks to
be re-sentimentalised,
to be fitted a little more snugly
into glucose christi-inanity, and later to appear in the
“Bookman,”
that treacle and margarine composite.
Life is ton short to wade through the pages of these
periodicals to see if my statement does any slight
injustice. If the editors of any of them can remember
the work of any man of distinction which they have
printed, they may reply and pint out my possible
error. (N.B.--I know there was once a man named
Henley,and that Symons wrote his “Spiritual
Adventures,”
and contributed
to
the “Saturday
Review,”
before the present administration had been weaned. I
am concerned with the twentieth century.)
We find also the type of author who is printed in
Bangor, Maine, U.S.A., on japanese vellum. A few
ecepts
from a recent article of criticism by him of a
sober Contemporary will perhaps throw light on his
darkness.
He says :“ ‘This poet,’ says Miss Sinclair, ‘hath a devil.’ I
go further. He is a devil.”
Let us adore this theological vigour.
Continue :“He is more calmly horrible than Tchekov or
Reinhardt,or any of the slimy reptiles that used to shimmer
in the Russian Ballet.”
‘‘There you have the cold pride of the devil-the
utterly inhuman pride.”
“Devilish,
most devilish! Let us be thankful that
we are not devil-worshippers.
We prefer the jungle. ’’
After three-quarters
of a col. of this sort of thing,
the reader can only wish that Mr. James Douglas
would retire to the suitable habitat which he mentions,
therein to heave cocoanuts with his hind paws rather
than remain here to push a pen with his front ones.
Concerning
De Bosschere’s
style,
De Bosschere’s
sense of the human tragedy, he has said nothing at all.
The author whom he “criticises” has committed
the
satanic sin of seeing some things for himself. He even
describes how a man going on a long journey lent his
house to a friend, and, on return, found the house no
longer his own :‘‘Pierre a pris le coeur de ma maison.”
However, I must not turn aside to a question of
literary
taste.
I only wish the reader to note the
theologicaltone of Mr. Douglas’ denunciation.
We find
him at the old jig about kind hearts being more than
coronets, a contention long since granted, but not
relevant to the question
of M. De Bosschere’s literary
attainment.

In fact, this old jig about ’the kind heart and the
coronet is the sum total of all the literary (alleged)
criticism that has appeared in England for a decade, in
“Punch,” in the “Bookman,” in whatever of these old
puddings you will. It is all they have had to say about
the novel, or about poetry, or the drama. They say
such-and-such’ a character . . . etc. . . . but we all know
what they say and what they do not say. Passons.
They have even tolerated the exuberance of the
Russian novel, because someone was crafty enough to
whisper that Dostoievsky
was kind-hearted.
I
There has been the critical kind heart, as well, or
perhaps we should say the kind stomach,
the “ofcourse-I-can’t-slate-him,
you-know-he-once-asked-meto-dinner,
and-I’m-no-longer-young”
attitude.
But
this is common to all ages and eras, and no needful
part of our subject. Still, it is time that English
criticismshook off the hand of Polonius.
Even mixed staffs like that of the “Times” might
drop all men over sixty and all women over forty, with
no great detriment, to themselves,
and. all English
weeklies, monthlies and quarterlies more than twenty
years old might cease this morning, and the world of
thought be no poorer.
I am not saying this in any contempt for old age, and
I have, I think, not been tardy in expressing my respect for old men when they were worth it, m- while
the great ones were still among us. Even so the aged
have never, I think, been acute critics of what came
after them. The great critics have usually contented
themselves with an analysis of their predecessors,
on
at most, their contemporaries.
It has been the rarest
thing in the world for an old man to know good from
bad in the work of succeeding decades.
The creative faculty may, and often does, outlast the
critical.
On the whole, about all an old critic can do,
if he is to stay in the ring, is to use himself and his
position as a megaphone for some younger man’s ideas,
a course where his conceit usually prevents and
forestallshim.
A few doddards should, of course, be preserved, to
run wode when the wind blows; to act as a sort of
barometerfor the energy of new work. People like Waugh,
Dalton, James Douglas might be collected in one place
and used as a sort of composite instrument.
They
have at least the virtue of animus which is lacking in
the hee-haw and smart-Elic varieties (Douglas can
belong to this last also, on opportunity).
Still, I would
separate these people from Austin Harrison, and G. K.
Chesterton,
and the writers
in the “Bookman,”
for
whom there is, so far as I can see, no extenuation
whatever. They are not even daft seismographs.
C. E.
Lawrence is, perhaps, even lower in the scale, not
being even offensive.
I know that I differ violently from the Editor of THE
NEW AGE, in beleiving that Mr. G. K. Chesterton has
definitely
done considerable
harm
to contemporary
letters.
I give him the credit for having been
sufficiently
effective to do harm.
Harrison’s insult to literature and the harm he has
done has been purely negative, and has consisted in
getting hold of the “English Review,” and expressing
his mentality in it after it had been edited by an abler
man who honestly cared for good writing, and was
usually able to detect it. The difference between that
“Review” before and after his advent is a matter of
history, and anyone who cares to do so may verify my
statement by reference to the files in the British
Museum.
The act was, of course, shared by abettors
and sponsors. There is no reason to forget this, or to
condone it.
Let us turn our attention to Christians.
THE CHURCH TIMES in its address to prospective
advertisers claims to have “the Largest
Circulation
of All Church of England newspapers.’‘
On page
483 current the following people protest against
a

reform of the present English marriage laws, against
the tempering of this at present mediaeval institution
(as contrasted with the forms of matrimony practised
with great comfort
and convenience under the so
orderly and comparatively civilised Roman Empire).
Randall Cantaur :
Parmoor.
Cosmo Ebor :
W. H. Dickinson.
A. F. London:
Laurence Hardy.
Handley
Dunelm.
Walter
Runciman.
Edmund
Talbot.
Edw: Winton :
Francis Cardinal Bourne. W. K. Robertson, General
W. B. Selbie. .
Thomas Barlow.
J. Scott Lidgett.
Alfred Pearce Gould
F. B. Meyer.
Mary Scharlieb.
J.
H.
Shakespeare.
Margaret
Ampthill.
R. S. Gillie.
Adeline M. Bedford.
Northumberland.
Louise
Creighton.
Salisbury.
May Ogilvie Gordon.
Beauchampi.
Constance Smith.
Selborne.
Emily Wilberforce.
As it was, so to speak, a streak of luck that I should
hit on the very number of “ Nash’s” which had “ all
of them, in it,” all the gang of wash-fictioneers, so also
I count it a stroke of luck that I should find the plumb
centres of British bigotry so neatly and beautifully in
tabulation.
When you consider that the only force sufficiently
powerful to combat this set of log-heads, is a gang of
people who desire to repopulate the Empire to a
repletion such as
will keep a vast number of people
within the borders and purlieus of if not slavery, at
least something near it; you may judge the
misfortunes
of
England.
It has been said that all our real liberties are
surreptitious.
Surely good customs and enlightenment
‘must also be surreptitious.
When you consider that England is, on the whole,
of all countries, the most comfortable, and the one
wherein there is, or has been, the most individual
freedom; that America is now boasting
of the
efficiency of her secret police, and the facility wherewith
she can suppress publications,
you may, in some
measure,gauge the misfortune of the world; you may
consider what terrible cunning is required for any man
to exist with intelligence.
One is driven back upon Remy de Gourmont’s half
ironical questioning :“ Demain on fera la chasse aux idees ” : ‘‘ Nul
libraire ne sera a l’abri d’une haine confraternelle.” And
as for remedy there is presumably only the slow remedy
as Mazzini perceived it : Education. But by what, and
through what?
Through the schools?
Through
the
weekly or daiIy Press? Through
the Universities
of
England? which have had several centuries
start ;
through the universities of America which, according
to newspaper
account
are now waking,
out
of
Chauvinism, to the evils of Teutonisation, which no
amount of intellectual perception unaided by a
worldwar, would have roused them to looking into?
“Renan avait bien raison : la betise humaine est la
seule chose qui donne une idee de l’infini.” And it is
perhaps well that we should have some idea of “The
Infinite. ‘’
FOOTNOTE.-E pur si muove? So far as I can make
out from the florid columns before me, the association
of American professors
who have
set out for
"unGermanisation” has not yet got to the evil bacillus of
philology; they have only done a day’s flag-waving. I
have several times in these columns dwelt on the effects
of this bacillus, and ten years ago I made myself very
much persona non grata by perceiving it in my own
university.
The particular college president who is
“ talking for the Press ” in the example before me has
not apparently gone into the nature of “germanisation” ;
he treats the matter not on intellectual but wholly on
national lines. God help the lot of ’em!

Journey Round My Room.
v.
I HAVEmentioned that a half of one wall in my room,
for a reason unknown to all men but the architect (and
by him forgotten), lies a foot or so back from its other
half. This recess lies at right angles to the window,
and is thus, in the daylight,
the most conspicuous
piece of wall in the room. Occupying the whole of this
recess, both from side to side, and from floor to ceiling,
is an Indian cotton print. The material and the execution
are
much
rougher
than
the
three
delicate
Masulipatam
prints to which I have already compelled the
reader’s
attention. The design, too, is quite different.
Whereas the Masulipatam prints have the conventional
tigers, hinds, peacocks,
cypresses
and scrolls,
this
large, coarse hanging
is wholly anecdotal.
Its
surfaceis divided into nine compartments,
each about a
yard square, and each representing an incident in the
life of the hero.
I must confess that E do not know who the hero is.
Possibly any Hindu could tell me his identity at once;
but, as it happens, no one is rarer in my rooms than a
Hindu visitor.
(Somebody once asked me if it is
true that Indian gentlemen, like Indian tea, arc not
improved by the long sea-journey to Europe.) If the
incidents on the print were a little more unusual, I
might be better able to guess who is portrayed there.
Unfortunately,
although
the nine incidents
are
certainlyremarkable, they do not immediately remind me
of famous occasions in the life of any particular
Hindu
hero.
I should,
for
example,
recognise
Krishna in a moment, if he were hiding there in a tree
beside the milkmaids’ stolen clothes, as once I saw him
represented in silver.
It was at a famous temple, set in the midst of the
Madras hills. Guards are stationed perpetually on all
the hill-paths, lest any but the higher Hindu castes
should intrude there.
Neither a low-caste Hindu nor
a Mohammedan has ever ascended the seven hills
beyond which the temple stands.
No more, probably,
than half-a-dozen Englishmen have ever been allowed
there; and, as these have all, with a trivial exception,
been police superintendents
detailed
tu watch
the
festival crowds, and to prevent fanatics from throwing
themselves as sacrifices under the wheels of the great
cars, they hardly count as human beings.
I owed
permission to be there to a very lucky chain of
circumstances,which proved, incidentally, that highly
unofficialrecommendations
are far more influential in
India than high official connections.
About the third evening of the festival, I was standing
on a mound, not far from one of the gigantic walls
of the temple. I could hear crowds moving and
talkingin the streets below, and sometimes I could make
out the white blur of the clothing or banner of a group
of passers-by.
Suddenly, there was a hiss and the
trail of a rocket hung in the air; the flash lit up for a
moment the outlines of the temple walls and towers.
Then from far off came a smoky glare of torches and
a sound OF singing.
As the head of the procession
rounded the corner and began to approach us, the
noise of the crowd, praying and raking, increased.
At
last I was able to distinguish the men who were singing.
They were a score OF so of priests, bare-headed
and bare-breasted, marching slowly along and chanting
hymns.,
As they came quite near,
the people
hushed and prostrated
themselves
in prayer.
The
light of the torches lit up the high temple walls, and
far beneath, the huge reverent crowd. The mound on
which I stood above the road gradually grew light, and
I made out various white-clad figures beside me,
speaking the, clipped, sing-song, luxuriant English of
the Babu.
The chanting Brahmins passed. Others
succeeded
them ; some chanting, some walking solemnly and

proudly beneath umbrellas
of distinction.
Then
I
made out three or four enormous elephants, harnessed
one behind the other.
They passed in front of us,
each with its driver stuck like an insect on its neck.
They were dragging a car of the god, and on it was
the vast work in silver of which I am reminded.
The
silver tree was there, with a silver Krishna sprawling
in its branches.
All round stood silver milkmaids;
their silver clothes waved from the branches of the
silver tree high above, where the mischievous god had
hung them. When the car had passed, the procession
closed abruptly with torch-bearers
and another chorus
of chanting Brahmins.
The torches receded; only a
weak glow, in which the shapes of the elephants seemed
large beyond nature, showed the crowds of pilgrims
following the sacred procession.
Then they turned
another corner of the temple walls, and all again grew
dark and fragrant with the night flowers of India. I
remember, too, that I lost my way home and fell headlong
down a mound into an abbot’s garden.
But my print has no picture a’s familiar as that of
Krishna in the tree. The middle scene of the top row
shows the hero of the series venerating an image of
Krishna.
Krishna is of a dark blue hue, of course,
and he is piping. He stands lightly on one foot and
the other is crossed above it. By the almost religious
simplicity of the craftsman who designed the prints,
all Krishna’s ten toes are spread out before us, ono
above the other.
The craftsman would seem not to
have dared to draw them in perspective. Who was
he, he felt, to diminish the number of a god’s toes?
So he spread them out; and Krishna displays his case,
his ten dark-blue toes, and his flute on a pedestal. But
this tells us nothing of the identity of the hero who
stands there venerating him.
It may be Rama, or
Arjuna, or, possibly, Krishna himself in another role.
On the right of the top row is a domestic .scene.
Our hero, evidently in his boyhood, is faced by a
woman who, to judge by the position the artist has
given to her ten toes, is approaching him at a run.
She holds a cane and has raised it to strike him; but
he isholding up his hand as if to calm her. A small
acquaintance
with
Hindu mythology
immediately
explains the meaning of this picture. There is no doubt
that the lady is the hero’s mother; she thinks her son
an ordinary mortal like herself, and she is preparing
to punish him in the mortal way for some mischief.
Perhaps he has been driving oxen into caves or stealing
milkmaids’
clothes. But her son, being either a god
or the avatar of a god, does not intend to suffer the
ignominy of chastisement and holds up his hand to
stop her..
We may be quite certain, though nothing
of this is actually shown on the print, that when the
mother, amazed ‘at his demeanour,. comes to look at
him more closely she will observe his open mouth,
and, looking within it, will see there all the countries
and cities and waters of the earth and all its peoples,
with herself among them and her son, the hero, too.
But this scene is frequent in Hindu mythology; and
we are no nearer knowing from it who the hero is.
Another scene, equally- simple, equally charming,
equally conventional, shows our hero and his wifeshe stands
very respectfully
behind him-betrothing
their son, just half the height of his parents and a
shade yellower, to a maiden of the same size and
colour, beside whom stand her parents, twice as tall
hut not nearly so yellow. It is raining blue showers
very hard, and the little party holds thirty of its
meticulously portrayed sixty toes up in the air out of
the mud. But any Hindu hero might be in this situation,
with
fewer
toes.
The six other, scenes are all of much the same
conventionaltype, full of toes and strange colours. The
hero might be anybody, but whoever he is, we may
he sure he is very, very important.
And having the
place of honour in my room; he is much admired;
which perhaps consoles him for losing his identity,

The Cortege: An Arlekin Episode,
By H. R. Barbor.
(A sunlit street scene. Up left is Pantaloon’s grocery
store, with a large window full of uninteresting
foodstuffs obtrusively labelled. Next door, left, is
a small bookshop owned by Piero. Pantaloon, a fat
middle-aged nonentity, typically
a tradesman,
in
his shirt-sleeves, stands on his door-step.
Antic,
an extremely old fellow, hobbles in and waves his
stick cordially to Pantaloon)
Pantaloon : A lovely morning, friend Antic. A splendid
day for the funeral.
ANTIC: Any day is good enough for a funeral, friend
Pantaloon.
Whose is’t today?
PANTALOON
: What, have you not heard ?
ANTIC: Should I ask if I had? Whose, I say?
PANTALOON
: Arlekin’s.
ANTIC : Not young Arlekin-?
PANTALOON
: Should I say so if ’twere not? ’Tis even
he who has had the door shut in his impudent face,
ANTIC : Alas ! Wellaway ! ! Deary me!
PANTALOON
: What! did he owe you money, too?
ANTIC: Oh, no! I was only thinking of the uncertainty
of life, and how careful we must all be-even you
and I, Master Pantaloon. One never knows.
PANTALOON:But if one has lived irreproachably . . .
paid one’s way . . . brought up one’s children
properly,Master Antic?
ANTIC: Ay, but Death comes all the same.
PANTALOON:
Oh, don’t talk of that!
ANTIC (whimpering) : It does seem hard, doesn’t it?
I’m sure I’ve harmed nobody; I’ve lived a most
regular life-seventy and seven years I’ve gathered
my goods and done my civic duty. Yet last winter
the doctor says to me, “Look out,” says he, “ be
very careful, or you’ll tip over the edge, my lad.”
It’s very rough on me.
PANTALOON
(shivering} : Don’t speak of it, old friend.
. . . Anyhow, Arlekin’s done with. . . . He
deserved it. Burned the candle at both ends, he did.
I knew he couldn’t last long. The life he led was
bound to wear him out. Why, he revelled night
and morn, year in and year out!
ANTIC: All the same, I often think his choice wasn’t
so very far wrong. Look at me. . . . What good
am I,’ despite my fasts and my toil, seventy years
of ’em?
PANTALOON
: Don’t think of it, good Antic. It’s heresy.
ANTIC (laughs) : And you, Master ’Pantaloon, fat and
full of prosperity though you be . . . what good
are you to yourself or anyone?
PANTALOON
(aside) : Poor old chap, he’s doddering, he’s
going off his head.
ANTIC: You’re a borough councillor, a magistrate, no
end of a person in this town-but are you contented?
PANTALOON
: I am respected by my fellow-townsmen, as
you say; but, of course, that’s only a stepping-stone.
. . . I hope yet tobecomeANTIC: I know, I know, he? he! he! I was just the
same myself at your age.
Everyone is-except
young Arlekin.
When I was young the world was young,
And gilded fancy beckoned oft,
But I was wise ’gainst her device,
And armed my leaping heart and soft
With maxim and with potent saw.
Thereto I held the law
In veneration,
Governing my sunny blood with moderation.
‘And Virtue smiled
And gave her child
Respect and plenitude of riches.
I grew content,
Reproached
dissent,
Took me a wife,
’And scorned the life
Of poets and of strolling folk
”hat tends to palaces-r
ditches.
But there’s an end
Comes somewhile, friend,
And the cool blast
Has laid me fast,

And bent me to a humbler mind.
And I grow kind, inclined
To mourn for Arlekin’s dead part
In Antic’s heart.
(Wipes his eyes.!
No, no, no, friend Pantaloon; between ourselves, it
won’t do.
We must admit it, friend Pantaloon,
we’re
failures-failures.
PANTALOON:I’m not a failure, and I’ll admit nothing
of the kind.
Antic : Ob, dear me, not to the others, of course, not
to the others! But between ourselves . . . he! he!
he !
PANTALOON
(nervously) : Do you think it’s good for you
to be about so much, Antic? . . . excitement, you
know . . . you can’t be as strong as you mere.
Antic : In the wits, that’s what you mean; ten times
stronger, I assure you.
PANTALOON: I wouldn’t suggestANTIC : Wouldn’t you? Then don’t you try, old friend.
No, no, I’m not done with yet, by any means.
Pantaloon : But accidents will happen.
ANTIC: Yes, it’s a way they have; and so I’ve made
my mill, and, although I haven’t told him, I’ve left
everything to nephew Piero on condition that he
revels it all away in a month.
Pantaloon. (aside) : Dear me, dear me! What senseless
terms!
The silly old fool!
(To Antic) : But,
dear old friend, what’s the use of money to him if
he has to spend it all?
ANTIC: That’s all money’s use, friend Pantaloon, to
spend and to spend.
That young fellow wants
waking up, and I’ve determined he shall have a
chance of salvation. No young man ought to read
more than he drinks, and Piero is ridiculously sober.
PANTALOON
: It’s a wonder, with such a wife as he’s got.
ANTIC: It is, but it’s only an accident, and I feel that
I’m to blame; but I hope my will may set things
straight between us.
PANTALOON(aside) : Pernicious, most pernicious.
(To
Antic) : I cannot agree with you; but there, ’tis no
affair of mine.
Antic : Just so. (Pantaloon gasps. Piero, in a black
costume,
comes to his shop door. He trails a great
white handkerchief, with which he mops his eyes
from time to time. He stands in silence for a
while regarding the others, who remain rather
embarrassed, trying not to see him.)
PANTALOON
: Well, would you believe it?
ANTIC : What?
PANTALOON
: Piero’s in mourning.
ANTIC : For Arlekin
. . he was his friend.
PANTALOON
: Much friendship, I will say! Why, don’t
you know Columbine . . . and Arlekin wereANTIC : He! he! he! You’re on the look-out, you are,
for things like that.
PANTALOON
: I know, I tell you. Why, only the other
dayANTIC: He! he! he ! Women are like that, I suppose.
PANTALOON
: Columbine is. Poor Piero! . . . Such a
nice, refined fellow, too.
ANTIC: Death has seen to this for him; why do you
bother yourself ?
PANTALOON:
I never interfere, but one can’t help noticing.
They didn’t trouble to hide it.
I do not willingly observe
Vice and perversion; I preserve
An attitude of strict reserve,
And comment cautiously conserve.
But Arlekin and Columbine
With serried heads and arms a-twine
Decency’s mantle of dusk decline.
Morn or night or in noontide’s heat
They’d gallivant in our coy High Street,
With never a care for behavour meet.
Though at night-tide you may
Have things your own way,
Yet none will gainsay
That the least circumspect
Are bound to respect
The blaze of midday.
ANTIC: Well, there’s nothing more to be said.
that’s frank has lost its sting.

A vice

PANTALOON:
But Piero in mourning . . . I It isn’t
decent.
ANTIC: Perhaps he didn’t know.
PANTALOON:To be sure he did.
ANTIC: You told him, I suppose?
PANTALOON
: I considered it my duty to make that poor
young man acquainted with the-ANTIC: You would.
PANTALOON:
In accordance with my civic capacity as a
member of the Committee for Morals of our local
Council,
IANTIC: Made a fuss.
PANTALOON
: Really, Master Antic, old friend as you are,
if it were not that I doubt your seriousness, I should
regard that remark as an aspersion on my infallible
good taste in these matters and as a reflection on
our borough corporation.
ANTIC: A reflection might cast a little light upon them ;
they need brightening up-he!
he! he!
But, of
course, you’re too old to alter and not old enough
to understand. (Crosses to Piero) : Well, my by,
so your friend’s joined the grand procession.
Piero Ay . . . young Arlekin . . . poor Piero.
ANTIC: How is it you’re not going to the funeral ?
PIERO: Columbine said we’d better join them here . . .
they come this way. . . . She wouldn’t go . . . she
said folk would talk. I don’t think that would
matter much, do you?
ANTIC: Not a bit; they must talk.
Piero: Anyhow, Columbine thought it better not to
appear too prominently. She
said
folk
would
commenton it, she having been about with Arlekin so
much; so, of course, I agreed. I don’t mind much
what happens if only she’ll stay with me, and now
poor Arlekin is dead she won’t go gadding about
any more; for she isn’t bad at heart-only she loved
Arlekin-she couldn’t help that, could she?
Antic: No.
Piero: : No one could. Every fine day Columbine just
bad to run to Arlekin when it was wet and dreary
she would stay with me. There are so few wet days,
friend Antic. (Brightening.) ‘But now she will be
with me always. . . . (Smiles and weeps again.)
Pantaloon (who has edged up gradually, full of
curiosity): Good-day to you, Master Piero.
PIERO: And to you, Master Pantaloon.
PANTALOON
: You are in mourning, I see.
Piero: : Yes. . . . My dear friend . . . Arlekin you
know.
PANTALOON:I marvel that you mourn for him.
ANTIC (to Pantaloon) : Leave the lad his grief at least.
PANTALOON
(to Piero) : I fear you are too lenient.
Piero : But . . . oh, he was my friend! . . . We were
companions so long . . . so true, till I brought
Columbine home.
PANTALOON:
You didn’t see much of him after that.
Piero: A woman does part friends so. But that’s all
over now, and all our misunderstandings
were
settled before his death. I nursed him the whole
sennight before he died, for Columbine couldn’t bear
to see him . . . she wouldn’t go near him . . . or
he wouldn’t have her . . : I don’t know. He turned
to me like a young child, and we talked as we used
to talk, and he jested and gamed with me just as
in the old time . . . I never .was so happy. And
then when all seemed to be going well, and he
gettingstronger and warmer of colour, he died.
PANTALOON:Let us hope he died in the faith.
Piero: Not he. I had stayed by his bedside for hours
-he never turned to me, nor spoke to me; as night
fell the room grew so quiet, but with dark all the
noises in the world seemed to come there to die.
Yes, I tell you, the wind-sound, and the thin speech
of dead leaves, and the scuffle of mice, and the
cry of an unquiet hound came stealthily into that
room and died there. Just before midnight Arlekin
twisted over.
“ Give me wine,” says he.
“No,
Arlekin no, that would never do.’’ “ Wine,” he
says, “ yellow-like sunlight, and red-like
love.”
Well, I always did spoil him, so I gave it to him.
Then he said :
“A

thousand years men toil
wrought.

and a great

work is

For many days they sing and a great song is
sung.
Men’s suns, their sons’ sons brood, conceiving one
great thought,
And few are glorious of heart or hand or tongue.
“ Not less his eagerness whom death claims in the
fight,
The wealth of war oft falls to fortune’s friends,
and his;
They also wove who restlessIy in dark and light
Threaded the yarn aright, but threw the warp
amiss.
“Treacherous twilight trick’d my eye, my cunning
foil’d,
My folk mere shiftless and my hour unmeet. No
blame
Discomfits me. I give the deed for which I toil’d
Into your stranger hand for doing. Be yours the
fame.”
And, of course, I wept. “ Laugh, you fool,” says
he; “that’s my bequest. Aren‘t you pleased with
your legacy?” I tried to be gay-I drank with him
and I chattered, but the tears would trickle over my
face. That made him so angry, I could see, and
at last he snapped at me, “You’re just like the
others.
“ I have frolic’d for you. Ye have not laugh’d.
I have made laments, and ye have not wept.
I have sung the clouds, and with lower’d eyes
Ye pass. I have made the grass to cry,
Arid ye look’d in the air.
“ Now I give you a tragedy.
Cackle, ingrates.
Ye have suck’d me dry.”
Then quickly he leaps to his feet on the bed, strikes
an attitude.
“ Leave me?” he cries. “ Out with
you, out, out with you!” I have always spoilt him,
SO I went; and just as I shut the door behind me, I
heard him laugh-a
great tearing laugh-such
a
yell. Then, of course (touching his brow), I knew
his mind had gone.
ANTIC: So he died in his bed after all, the rascal.
Piero : Yes. I had no heart to see him again. I sent
those people that one sends to tbe dead, and they
found him breathless and cold. They’ve done their
work, and now his body’s only to follow his spirit
into the darkness and the chill. (A distant sound
of chanting voices, accompanied by Cor Anglais,
and occaisional brief drum-rattle is heard.)
PANTALOON
(getting excited) : That’ll be the funeral. . .
I’ll go and get my coat on. (Exit.)
PIERO(listens, and gradually becomes strained and halffainting) : Antic . . . he was so dear to me . . . in
spite. . . . Even now I cannot think it’s true.
ANTE : All men die.
Piero : Yes, yes, I know; it isn’t that . . , but young
Arlekin
(The words of a chant can now be
distinguished as the funeral approaches. Piero rushes
into his house.)
MOURNERS(entering) :
Life is vain,
. Only pain
Triumphs.
Friend
In the end
Falters.
Foes
On our woes
Smile.
Gold
Makes cold
Heart and brain;
There is no gain
Save pain, pain.
Weep, weep, oh, weep,
Till ye sleep,
Deep
In the meaningless

quiet of earth.

Ye who have heard
The word,
Bow low.
(The procession of black-draped mourners comes
down left. Pantaloon has entered.
Piero, with a
huge white wreath, holds open the door for Columbine
who carries a bunch of red roses.)
Columbine (rushes across to the bier, scattering
the
mourners, throws aside her flowers, and falls across
the coffin) : My Arlekin
my Arlekin--O
my
beloved
!
Piero
Wife, wife, consider!
All these people. . . .
Remember, you’re a married woman. . . . Don’t let
them know, dear Columbine . . . don’tColumbine : I loved him.
PANTALOON
: Really, this is horrible,
Horrible,
horrible.
Whoever would have thought such things
Could happen in our town?
Piero (drawing her away) : Dear Columbine . . . I loved
him too. . . . I wish I were dead in his place.
Columbine (angry) : Yes, you would. You’d desert me
too in the midst of my sorrow! Anything to cross
me, I suppose.
(Piero weeps.)
Well, well, don’t
cry, Piero, but do leave me alone--don’t interfere.
(Resumes her wailing, kneeling by the bier.)
Arlekin I always told you
Womankind would wreak your ill.
You’d agree, caress me kindly,
But would woo them still.
Dead and dear one, oft I warned you
“Amoret has lovers three,
Floret’s locks another nurtured,
Philaminta takes a fee.
“ Dear Penelope is wealthy,
But her shape-pardie !
Dear Bianca can’t be healthy,
mark you me.”
Arlekin dear friends I slandered,
All to guard you from a fall.
She to whose wiles last you pandered
Loved I best of all.
.
(Changes. Jumps up, stamps her feet. To Piero) :
I knew that red-headed little beast would be the
death of him--vixen!
PANTALOON(turning
from one to another
of the
bystanders):
This can’t go on,
I never saw such doings,
This can’t go on.
Our borough’s quite disgraced.
Let’s put a stop to itWhere are the police?
Won’t someone read the Riot Act?
(To a mourner) : Sir, can’t you do anything?
Mourner : I’ll try. Master Piero, is this young- woman
your wife ?
Piero : She is.
Mourner:
Take her home.
Piero : I can’t. . . . She wouldn’t go. . . . She, won’t
Cake any notice of me.
MOURNER: We’ll see how I Ease. (Goes up to Columbine,
puts his hands under her arms, and jerks her
to her feet.)
Forgive me, Madonna,
You stop the procession,
We must get along.
Columbine (tempestuously) : you mind your own business.
I’ve more right here than you.
MOURNER: That’s to be seen.
Columbine : Such cheek !
Be off,
I'll shriek!
Enough,
I know your cleric sulk,
You vile monastic hulk!
Pantaloon: Look at her, just look at her. Scandalous,
I call it.
(Piero weeps.
Antic comforts him,
gestures silence to Pantaloon.) I like every man
to see what goes on behind his back.

Columbine
I’m sick of you; I’m sick of all your
lectures.
One comes loving, t’other damning, and
the wooing’s as dull as the preaching.
ANTIC : And much to the same purpose, eh, dear lady?
Mourner : Virtue’s stern hymn is vice’s fuddled catch
Sung with a moan.
The saint’s tale is the sinner’s history
Muffled to undertone . . . .
Columbine (aside) : He seems to know a thing or two.
. . . (To Mourner) : It’s strange that you should
be a monk
Mourner
: No monk am I, Madonna. I come to mourn
young
Arlekin
I’m black to view, but underneath
my
blood’s as red as-yours.
Columbine (coquettishly) :
You mustn’t say such things to rue.
It’s not the thing, you know.
Mourner : Perhaps I shouldn’t mean them ;
But meaning them, what can I do?
Columbine : I’ll have to go away.
MOURNER (stopping her tentative and reluctant retreat) :
Madonna, when the gilded butterfly
Of your glance,
Alighting on my eye,
Sets a-dance
All the gay impertinent daisies
And the leisurely grave lilies
Of my mind,
You’re too kind
To cry “ Fie!”
In chaste fashion
And deny
All my passion.
Columbine But I must. . . . Don’t you sec . . . yes,
I must
Mourner
Then I have looked in vain
For kindness from kind show,
And hoped, where hope was fond, to gain
. Sweet scents where sweet blooms glow.
Columbine : Arlekin would make song
Just
like
you.
Arlekin
would
right
wrong
Just like you.
Arlekin laugh’d the day long
Just like you.
Though
my heart were frozen,
Arlekin could cozen. . . .
MOURNER: What a fellow it was!
. Columbine : Be sure you’re just such another. I expect
you’re just as bad as he, just as deceiving; just
as---Mourner : As daring.
Columbine (puts her hand sharply and invitingly on
his arm, then pulls up short) : No, no, no. A
bargainis a bargain.
Mourner : And as insistent.
Columbine (allured) : If I thought so-(Changes.)
How do you know? What do you mean? . . . I
neverPantaloon : As a pillar of society,
I really must protest
When wanton folk molest
Our wonted staid sobriety.
When errant loves infest
The unperturbed
propriety
Of our society,
I protest, I protest, I protest.
(Strikes the coffin vigorously. Shuffling and whines
from within cause an amazed consternation.
Pantaloonstarts away, quaking) : Mercy! . . . good
gracious! . . . ugh!
ANTIC : There’s a stirring, there is life.
PANTALOON
(edging away) : Nonsense. . . . Better leave
well alone. . . . It can’t beAntic (at coffin lid) : Your help, neighbours. (Mourners
open coffin; a French poodle jumps out. Pantaloon
is terrified. The others crowd round, leaving the
Mourner only out of the circle.)
ANTIC (laughs) : What . . . ’pon my soul! (Takes a
lady’s stocking out of coffin.)

PANTALOON
(recovering) : Tut, tut ! . . . What ? . . .
Disgraceful !
Piero
But where is Arlekin? (Lifts up a guitar and
a wine flask.)
Oh, mockery! . . . (He weeps,
brightens.)
Arlekin played this prank, be sure
dear Arlekin did this.
Columbine (taking up a book) : More rubbish . . .
verses. He’s played a nice trick on us all; just
let me catch him; I’ll see he sha’n’t forget it.
PANTALOON
: But where is Arlekin?
Piero : Yes, where is Arlekin?
COLUMBINE
: Yes, where is Arlekin?
Antic : Oh, he’ll turn up, the rogue!
Columbine : Oh, will he? You know, I suppose. . . .
Fools, we’re fools; he’s done us brown. If only I
could catch him!
Mourner : What troubles you, fairest ?
What enrages you, dearest?
What slight overbold
Do you scold?
COLUMBINE
(angrily) : Arlekin has fled.
MOURNER: Nay, nowPiero
Look you, in his steadMOURNER: Nay, nowPANTALOON
(positively) : Arlekin is dead.
Mourner
Nay, nowColumbine (to Mourner, angrily) :
You speak when you’re bidden!
No doubt you’re in the know.
Just tell me where he’s hidden!
Philandering,
I vow!
Tell me the hussy’s name,
I’ll spoil their amorous game!
Mourner (reassuringly) :
One sun is there,
One moon shines clear,
So all unrivall’d without peer
One love to Arlekin was dear.
COLUMBINE: But Arlekin is . . . where?
Mourner : Why, this is Arlekin! . . . all of him that
matters,
A lute, a gage, a book of songs,
Wine, a mask (he’s lost without that),
And a poodle . . . well, the poodle
Somebody may understand.
Columbine
I don’t. . . . You didn’t know Arlekin
How dare you speak thus of him?
MOURNER: Your pardon, dear Madonna, I knew him
very well. He was, as you say, the dearest and
best of men-and such a leg he had.
COLUMBINE:
I never said I thought so.
MOURNER: Your pardon; I anticipate; it is a fault of
mine. Rut you were very fond of him; all the
world was-das
and alas and alas!
COLUMBINE(weeps) : Yes, indeed, alas, alas!
Mourner
Tears, dear lady, banish tears.
As a consolation
Please accept this poodle . . .
A French poodle, you’ll observe . . .
You’ll find it altogether to your mind.
COLUMBINE
(stroking the poodle) : The dear little beast.
MOURNER(slyly stroking Columbine’s hair) : Yes, the
dear little beast. (Bends to coffin, picks up book.)
These songs?
COLUMBINE
: Oh, I’ve no wish for them. Here, Piero
(Gives him the book, which he reads greedily.)
MOURNER
: And this stocking, dear lady, what’s to do
with this stocking?
COLUMBINE
: Give it to me; I can find a use for that.
(Snatches it eagerly, moves down stage and
exexamines it, jealously. Sighs with relief, smiles.
Aside.) Yes, mine . . . I thought . . . but it is
mine. Whenever did he steal it? (Wails
boisterously.)
O, Arlekin, Arlekin, my clear, my clear.
Mourner (runs down to her, embraces her wildly) :
Columbine, loving and loved.
COLUMBINE: Arlekin? . . . Yes, yes, Arlekin . . .
Closer, I’m falling. . . . Closer. . . . I love you.
O, my dear, my Arlekin, (Sinks to her knees.)
Piero (interrupted in his reading, puzzled) :
Poor child, she is mad,
Grief has gripped Her too nearly,
I will take her indoors.

ARLEKIN: Don’t think of it, I have a philtre at hand,
Medicament certain; just leave her to me.
(Bending to Columbine)
Columbine, my little nightingale
It is Arlekin whispers you,
Your very Arlekin,
No husk of clay
For spadesman’s office meet,
But living, gay,
With heart as light as wind land limbs as fleet.
(He slips off the mourning robe, disclosing his
wonted gay attire, flits away from her, bows
lightly, whisks Piero around and kisses him.)
Piero : My friend . . . let me embrace you . . . Dear
fellow. What pranks you play . . . almost cruel.
Arlekin:
Piero you owe me no lore
Yet you pay without measure,
Arlekin’s half inclined to repent
To return you displeasure.
Life’s commands
Move his hands,
Piero
Till the claws of death get him,
You’re bound to regret him,
Piero
Piero : To smart,
That’s my part,
But despite Criss-cross chance, in the end,
Love is love, Arlekin is my friend.
Columbine
To think I ever married you,
Sou take affronts like wine.
A fellow’s but to tweak your nose,
You straightway bid him dint.
PIERO: But Arlekin . . . it is Arlekin . . .
COLUMBINE(suddenly turning to Arlekin) :
This is all very well; you imagine, no doubt,
That I’m simple and blind, but I’ve worked it all
out ;
You think to deceive me,
But I’ll tell you, believe me,
I see through your scheme and your smiles
That red bitch’s wiles. (Sulks.)
Pantaloon (to Arlekin) :
In the name of all that’s decent, sir, desist.
(To Piero :
For the sake of public morals, sir, resist.
PIERO: What shall I do, Friend Pantaloon?
PANTALOON
: Er . . . huh . . . Take the situation in your
two hands, and . . . stand on your rights . . . and
on your dignity.
Antic (to Pantaloon) :
You see the lad is torn by grief
And
relief;
By anger nothing’s to be done
Or won.
(To Piero :
Gain ever goes a-visiting
With Loss his foster-friend.
Piero : All the while
Life has lingered at my portal,
With a smile,
Yet I lacked the heart to entreat him
To my meagre hoard,
Or to greet him
With a clue accord,
Death and mere discord
Thwart this poor mortal,
Arlekin (slipping his arm through Piero’s :
Piero I know for the best of good fellows.
We’re at one in our way, eh, friend Piero
(Piero brightens
up immediately,
and gratefully
pats Arlekin’s arm.)
PANTALOON(to Arlekin) : Sirrah, I blush to belong to
the humanity that includes you.
ARLEKIN: Why sigh
Because he looks the sun in the eye
And acclaims the storm-wrack fere;
Because he trips to a rake-hell rant
With autumn’s leafage, and all as scant
Of care?
First and last and then again,
Arlekin is Arlekin

Blame not him, nor blame the sea,
Nor the earth, nor dead bones under,
Blame not light’s compulsive surge,
Surge of flame, or surge of thunder.
Scorn of roses, kiss of viper,
Ripe squash figs, and bosoms riper,
Summer’s grave perplexity
Meet and greet in him, and merge.
First and last and then again
Arlekin is Arlekin.
Antic : Splendid, youngster, splendid.
Pantaloon (to Arlekin) : Nave you no seriousness,
no respect?
Arlekin
I must confess I do not waif
When white cloud-galleons sweep up the sky,
When maddened poets dolts assail,
Or an ugly mistress bids me good-bye.

sir,

And tears eschew my festive cheeks,
When urchins grin at an alderman’s back,
When Bald-pate vainly his young wife seeks,
And spring spreads quickly-though
trade be slack.
I am bound to say I have laugh’d amain
With frolic children and merrier wives,
And ’mid a multitude wisdom-slain
I have spat a jest, for impertinence thrives.
Pantaloon : Sir, we imagined that you were dead, and
I regret to say I see no reason to rejoice that we
appear to be mistaken. In this I think I voice the
feelings of the community which has seen fit to
elect me as a representative. . . .
Arlekin (laughs loudly) : I simply had to do it.
Piero, Nay, Arlekin . . . !
Arlekin : Arlekin for interment
With shroud and with cerement!
That’s not to be lost;
A rolic impost
To lay on the neighbours.
To sing your own dirge,
I urge,
Is a feast of rare savours.
ANTIC: He, be, he, bless the lad. He, he, he, what a
head he has. He, he, he!
Arlekin : Arlekin for interment,
With shroud and with cerement!
A jest, you’ll admit;
Far high laughter fit;
Give me your meed of titters and roars,
Your laughter, good neighbours,
Yours, yours, aye, yours, sir! and yours.
(Prods the onlookers, ending with Antic, who
chuckles, laughs, chokes with enjoyment of the
joke, and despite the attention of Pantaloon and
Piero, dies.)
Pantaloon : Dear, dear. You see, sir, the fruits of your
abominable, your criminal folly.
Arlekin
No, indeed.
Pantaloon : Dead, sirrah. He is dead. Your last
untimelyjest. . . .
Arlekin : Timely, sir, I warrant you. Overdue,
overdue. What more could one desire of death than
this ?
Pantaloon : I fear I do not comprehend you.
ARLEKIN: To go on one’s way
To No-day,
With a smile
Were worth white ;
Hut to feed Death’s maw
With such a guffaw
Scorns use and mocks law.
Pantaloon : But what’s to be done? We can’t leave
things in this fashion. As a member of the
Committee.
...
Arlekin : To die in such fettle
Proves friend Antic’s mettle,
Of Arlekin’s peer.
Then what were more just
Than to garner his dust
His blithe bones to settle
On Arlekin’s bier?
Lay him here.
(Indicates the empty coffin.)

PANTALOON
: It’s most irregular, most irregular, but it
seems that there’s nothing else to be done.
Gentlemen,
pray resume the procession.
(They stow Antic hurriedly into the coffin, lay the
wine, etc., on top. The Mourners pick up the bier.
Pantaloon and Piero followed by Columbine and
Arlekin bring up the rear of the procession which
moves oft‘ extremely slowly.)
Mourners (chant) :
Weep, weep, weep,
Till ye sleep,
Deep,
In the meaningless quiet of earth.
(As the procession leaves the stage Arlekin turns
to Columbine places finger on lip, beckons her
roguishly and they tiptoe up left, kiss-wildly and
rush into Piero’s shop, impatiently shutting
the
double door behind them. The receding drone of
the dirge can be heard until the Curtain has fallen.)

Memories of Old Jerusalem.
By Ph. J. Baldensperger.
II.
Muslims were as yet too proud to enter Christian
service.
The Muslim Efendis had their own slaves,
and did not want other help. All Europeans had to
get
their
servants
from
the
Christian
villages
north or south of Jerusalem.
Our best maids came
from Ramallah
and Bethlehem.
The women’s
headdressesof Bethlehem and Ramallah differ in shape,
but are alike heavy and tinkling. Besides the heavy
waka,* studded with the money they have earned,
the women of both villages had ‘long silver chains
about the neck and breast, with silver coins dangling
from them. The Bethlehem coif is high and hood-like,
while the Ramallah coif is a mere agglomeration
of
coins-beshIiks,
majidiehs
and
old
Spanish
dollars
overlapping one another and fixed to the waka in
a flat band. the more wealthy had coins hanging
down their cheeks as well. My dry nurse was a woman
of Ramallah named Ghaliyeh, and until I was five or
six years old she regarded herself as my second
mother.
Years after I was grown up she used to
kiss me when we met, and weep for joy. §he was
about twenty-five when in our service. I do not remember
the exact date of her death, but it happened only
a very few years ago. I heard from a friend that Ghaliyeh
was blind and must have been nearly ninety when
she died.
All Eastern women sing to babies, and
probably the first rhyme I ever heard was this one sung
by her, which I still remember :
“Ya habibi
ya ’ayuni.”
“O my darling, O my
eyes I”
“Ghamasatak
salabuni. ”
“Your slanderers crucified
me !”
As a rule food was prepared for the inmates of
the house at the discretion of the maid. Rice or burghul
-wheat
dressed in a peculiar way-was
the staple.
Meat and vegetables were used in smaller quantities.
Every family prepared its own burghul. The wheat
is washed and boiled until the grain comes thick and
soft, then spread out in the sun to dry. It is then
ground in a rough handmill, so as to break each grain
into three or four pieces. It is then used like rice.
The women grinding the burghul
sing melancholy
songs.
the headmaster,
Mr. Palmer, a German, who, like
my father, belonged to the Easel Mission, was the
English
teacher. There were also two native teachers
for Arabic. English, as we spoke it on Mount Zion,
was officially the principal language, but Arabic was
most used, though prohibited in school-hours and in
the playground.
When the native usher sneaked
round to catch someone talking Arabic, voices were
lowered and a mixture of English and Arabic was
used, which would have astonished devotees of either
* Coif,

language
Our school-hours were from 8.30 to I I
in the morning and from 2 to 4 in the afternoon. The
time was divided
into half-hours
for different
’The
subjects, of which the first were always Scriptural.
principal
lessons
in
Scripture
History,
General
History, Natural Science, Geography,
Grammar
and
Arithmetic were given by the headmaster in English.
The native ushers often gave us Scripture lessons, a
little geography, and a hint of grammar.
We also
had two or three German lessons a week, and one or
two extra half-hours for French, which was taught by
Mrs. Palmer,
who came from the French part of
Switzerland.
Saturday afternoon
was a half-holiday,
when the boarders cleaned the house from top to
bottom, or sometimes went €or a walk. The first
Wednesday in the month was our best day. Then Mr.
Palmer took all the boys for a ramble across country,
giving us notions of natural history, catching beetles,
lizards, butteflies, or looking for fossils on the slopes
of Abu Thor, the Hill of Evil Counsel.
Black and
yellow scorpions abounded under the stones which
surrounded
the almost deserted sanctuary of Abu Thor,
The modern Muslim weli* was, no doubt, the site of a
Canaanitish high place, the name Thor (bull) remaining
from the bull-shape of some statue of Baal. On
the western slope of the hill stood a tall maize-tree (a
kind
of lime) with branches
driven
all towards
the east by the prevailing west wind. We were told
that this was the very tree on which Judas Iscariot
hanged himself.
Seen across the valley from
our
school, the wild branches were like a head of hair; we
imagined great
white eyes, formed by the empty
spaces, weeping throughout the ages. But when we
went up there in search of insects it was only a tree.
We had also an usher brought up in the Protestant
College at Malta, who initiated us into English ways
and games, Mr. J. E. Hanauer, who has since
become one of the best writers on Palestine.
When
Captain
Chas. Warren,
then excavating
for
the
Palestine
Exploration
Fund,
presented
us,
by
Hanauer’scontrivance, with a cricket set, we were
delighted. We played down in the Birket es-Sultan
(the empty cistern down below our school). Edward
Hanauer took us round old caves and ruins, explained
to us the rock-hewn tombs upon the Mount of Olives,
known in those days as the Tombs of the Prophets,
the Tombs of the judges on the Nablus road, and the
Tombs of the Kings to the north of Jerusalem. We
never for a moment questioned the validity of the claim
that kings and judges, who lived at different times in
different places, were buried in one place and at one
period. The Tombs of the Kings, it is now established,
are the sepulchre of Queen Helena of Adrabene, who
was converted to Judaism in the first century of our
era.
A very devout German usher taught us drill. We
Europeans, being out of his jurisdiction when not out
for walks or set games, had less to suffer from his
discipline than had the native boys.
I was very lightfooted in my boyhood, and I ran away whenever I saw
him. this was in itself sufficient to impel him to run
after me. One day, escaping from him, I flew like a
lizard over the wall separating our enclosure from the
garden; and, with a somersault alighted on the other
side, close to a small bee-house; but not quickly
enough to escape his long stick, with which he
battered me down, infuriating the bees. Whipped by the
usher, stung by the bees, and threatened with another
whipping by my mother for having done she knew not
what, I was sore all over on that memorable afternoon
when I first met with bees, little guessing that bees
and their stings, were to be my life-long companions.
My mother -believed whatever that pious German told
her, and believed I had committed some great crime,
*Saint’s tomb.
In Scripture called the Lower Pool of Gihon.

because the Scripture says, “Man’s heart is wicked
I had to grin and bear it..
from his youth.”
Leaning over our playground
wall one day, with
other children looking down the valley of Hinnom,
when I was a brat of five, I saw a regiment of cavalry
riding down the wadi past the Birket: es-Sultan
Nobody knew whence they came nor whither they were
bound, but people said they were no Turks. The green
dolmans
and
the breast ornaments
impressed
me
greatly.
I often thought of the fine men and horses,
and wished I could enlist in such a regiment. When I
was eighteen years old, I chose by chance, when the
time came for my military service, the “7 eme
Regiment
de
Chasseurs
a
Cheval” at Bar-le-duc, Prance.
I told my Marechal-des-Logis
how I was born in
Jerusalem,and my surprise was great to hear that he had
been there fourteen years before with the regimentthe very same which ? had admired over the wall. The
regiment had formed a part of the Syrian Expedition
sent by the French Government to stop the troubles in
the Lebanon in 1860.
Birket es-Sultan probably of Saracenic construction,
a huge water-tank which for centuries had held no
water, was one of our favourite playing-grounds.
It
was a kind of caravanserai and general receptacle for
everything and everybody who had no proper place in
the town. The high walls of the old pool afforded
shelter against sun and cold. The green terraces gave
food in spring to herds of cattle, and soem slabs of
rock were utilised by fellahin from Surbahel to pound
the bits of pottery which they had found upon the
slopes of Zion.
The shattered pottery was sold for
plastering cisterns up to make them water-tight. Often
camel-drivers
hid their camels there
to avoid
the
arbitrary Sukhra,* invented by soldiers in quest of a
few beshliks. The beshlik was then equivalent to five
piasters, as its Turkish name implies.
Siloam
and
Malha peasants
used the flat bottom
as threshingfloors in summer. Here also the Jerusalem authorities
made the fellahin deposit heaps of earth, gathered
from places which had been infested with locusts, and
supposed to contain locust-eggs,
to be eventually
destroyed by fire. Worn-out
animals, especially horses
and donkeys from the town-mills were brought down
to the Birkeh, and abandoned
to their fate.
The
wretched beasts lived here on the scant grass left by
the herds, or on the refuse-straw
of the threshingfloors, and passed their last days quietly, except for us.
Cruel as boys are without thinking, we would take a
stick and jump upon the wounded back of some poor
steed, and try to gallop off, until the horse came down
never to rise again. We tried to introduce one or two
of those horses into our stable, first tending their
wounds and feeding them in the vaIley; but we never
got beyond the gate, our elders explaining to us the
futility of such attentions.
Soon we would see stray
dogs looking over the walls of the Birkeh; and when
we looked again for our proteges, they and the jackals
had already begun their work upon the carcases. The
dogs of Eastern cities have a public duty to perform.
They are helped by kites and vultures, jackals and
hyaenas.
We used to see the jackals slinking away in
the early mornings before it was full daylight.
All
that remained of the carcases was left to bleach in the
fierce sun.
’The passers-by on foot or horseback held
their noses and moved a little faster, and that was all.
These living and dead animals attracted all kinds of
flies, worms, and beetles, which,
in their turn,
attracted lizards and chameleons.
These, again, were
a prey to snakes, which lived in the walls and rocks
around the Birkeh.
The lively blue-black “Tamenis
Carbonarius”
(called Hanash
by the Arabs),
was
evidently a descendant
of the scriptural Nahushtan,
and a living image of that brazen serpent which was
destroyed ages ago in this same valley by command
* Requisition,

of Hezekiah. The big black “julus,” which rolled up
as soon as touched, were known as “’aseyat Musa”
(Moses’s rod). The natives thought they were created
to commemorate the miracle performed by Moses at
the court of Pharaoh. Hedgehogs came to feed upon
the julus. In fact, the Birket es-SuItan was a kind of
biblical menagerie.
(To
be continued.)
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VOTES
FOR WOMEN !
A Debate on women’s suffrage at this period of the
war has almost the effect of comic relief. Inevitably,
Mrs. Humphry Ward rushes
into print imploring
everybody not to give votes to women until they have
been asked if they would like to have them; and she
seems to regard Mr. Arthur Henderson as a serious
politician when he declares that “the new Reform Bill
spells revolution” (this must be the Nu Speling), that
“the re-organised
Labour
Party
will become the
instrument
by which its revolutionary principles will
be carried through,” and that, in this calculation, the
six million women voters arc an important item. Lord
Bryce (him, even !) warns us to look tu Russia as the
awful example, and to a few other places as showing
the indifferent results of women’s suffrage.
In the
United States, for example, “the general administration
was
no better
and
no worse”
for women’s
suffrage;
although
Lord
Bryce
might
have
remembered
that Miss Rankin wept as she cast her vote with
the majority for war, and thereby added a new
influenceto politics, “tears, perchance, for blood,”
as
Hamlet said in a different connection.
Between the two examples of Russia with a Revolution,
and the United
States
without
a Revolution,
Lord Bryce seems to have elucidated nothing;
and
even if we fall back on Mrs. Humphry Ward’s suggestion
of a referendum, we are no nearer to reality than
absurdity can bring us. For, obviously, if women are
competent to decide whether they should have the
Parliamentaryfranchise, they are competent to exercise
it; for there is no more difficult question in politics than
the determination of voting power and the
qualifications
for
it. What is the Royal Veto, for example, but
a vote; what is the chief difficulty in all forms of
federationbut the determination of the voting power of its
members, and the agreement concerning the basis of
qualification?
Ask the women the simple question :
“Would you like to have a vote?” and they would
probably all say “yes,” on the ground that they might
as well have it as not; it could do them no harm, and
might do them some good.
But ask them on what
grounds they claimed the vote, whether that of simple
existence,
economic independence,
or
political
competence;and they would be plunged into the controversies
of political theory that history has been unable to
decide. The referendum would admit the very thing
it is expected to disprove, the political competence of
women; and surely no one but Mrs. Ward expects the
women of this country to pass an ordinance of selfdenial.
But even on this question of the desire of women for
the franchise, Lord Bryce was no more clear. It is not
an argument against, it is an argument for, women’s
suffrage to allege that “it is very doubtful whether, if
the question were left to a vote of all the women in the
country, the change could be carried.”
If, to
discoverwhat women want, we have to ask them to vote,
then the whole case for votes for women is conceded ;
and Lord Bryce’s disputing ‘‘of the proposition that
there was an abstract right in every human being to
take part in the government of the country” is simply
academic
Surely no more effective part than
consultation
and
decision
concerning
the
very
basis
of
government could be devised; the King can do no

more even in foreign affairs, the War Cabinet does
nothing else, the House of Lords, even in its consideration
of this, measure, is taking no other part in the
government‘ of this country than that of consultation
and decision. There is no escape from the dilemma :
either the women do know what they want (in which
‘case, they are the most gifted of human beings), or
they do not know what they want (in which case, it is
useless to bother about the probable result of a
referendum).
Six millions of women are going to have the
vote, whether they want it or not; and in that fact lies,
I think, the whole gist of the matter.
Politics is, I suppose, the only art of which the most
cynical interpretation is usually the most correct ; and
the irruption of women into politics has done nothing
as yet to modify that interpretation.
That famous
procession
of women, headed
by Mrs. Pankhurst,
which marched to the Ministry of Munitions and
demanded work for women, and was paid for by the
Ministry of Munitions, is an example of what I mean.
The organisation of public opinion is one of the chief
functions of government;
and there is no democratic
invention from the caucus to the Press, which cannot
be manipulated in the interests of politics. The women
have got the vote, whether they want it or not, because
it can be manipulated ; and an example is ready to hand
in the Canadian elections. Over half a million women
have been enfranchised for this election, and although I
lay no stress on the figures (for the returns are not
announced), yet the “ Times ” correspondent informs
us that the “ Government claims 80 per cent. of the
women’s and of the soldiers’ votes. . . . The Government
feels certain that the soldiers’ vote will make it
safe, but it is axzious to secure a victory at home.”
The Canadian election has been ostensibly fought on
,the
issue
of conscription,
and
the ‘‘Times”
correspondenthas been so confident and so dubious in a
breath that we can only infer that the issue was
extremely doubtful in Canada; and that as the Government
has secured a victory at home, it has been largely
due to the votes of half a million women who have
exercised the franchise for the first time. This being
the result, it is only another demonstration of the fact
that profound constitutional changes (and Conscription
for service abroad is so profound
a constitutional
change in Canada that the legality of the Act is being
challenged in the Courts) are usually effected by an
extension of the franchise. The vote is given when it can
be manipulated, and when the end desired is of such a
nature that it is necessary to swamp the old electorate
with a new one to reach it.
We need not worry about what the Marquess of
Salisbury called the “ great changes that are impending
in the constitution
of your lordships’ House.”
More profound constitutional
changes
have already
taken place, for the period of the war; the War
Cabinet itself is a much more momentous change than
any method of recruitment of the Upper House., the
Defence of the Realm Acts, the Munitions Acts, the
Military Service Acts, the Censorship, all these are
measures which have added much more to the power
of the Executive
than even the abolition
of the
House of Lords would do.
It is
at least
a
possibility that while the reorganised Labour Party is
trying to spell revolution from the new Reform Bill (it
cannot be done even by anagram), a majority of the
six million women will be casting their votes for the
retention of these powers by the Executive after the
war, and against the restoration of Trade Union rights
and privileges (or any suitable equivalent) which might
seem to restrict the sphere of women’s employment.
IF
patriotism is the last refuge of the politician, it is the
first interest of the new elector; and in its name the
women will probably hand to the Government powers
that men have grudged even for the purposes of the
war, and the sufferings of men will be the price paid
for women’s suffrage,
A. E. R.

Reviews.
W. E. Ford:
A Biography. By J. D. Beresford and
Kenneth Richmond. (Collins.
6s. net.)
The authors assure us that this is a biography, and
we imagine that they arrived at the definition by a
process of elimination. But even as biography, it is
creative biography;
it is. the biography of Fladpick,
although the authors do not fall into Mr. Zangwill’s
error of offering samples of his work. They are wise
enough to tell us that William Elphinstone Ford did
no work, left no clue to his existence except the effect
he produced upon his friends.
We was a Sidonia of
education, and, like another Coningsby, Mr. Beresford
met him first in an inn. The inn is symbolic; was not
Christ born in an inn? Did not Lord Rosebery
suggest a meeting in a wayside inn as the only way of
concluding the South African” War? If all life comes
from an egg, all gospels come from an inn; if we wish
to learn the new truth, we must, as the song invites,
go where the booze is cheaper. Some of Longfellow’s
best work was located there, and if Chaucer is the
father of English poetry, English poetry was born in
an inn; English comedy, too, for Falstaff is its
forebear.
That the new gospel of education should be
born in an inn gives an air of verisimilitude to the
story, an air which is maintained by the only illustration,
which is reproduced ‘‘from a pencil sketch at the
age of 15 by an unknown artist.” We may remark
that if the artist were 15, as the subscription states, he
could not be correctly described as “unknown”;
on
the other hand, if Ford’s real existence at the age of
15 can only be proved by an unknown artist, it cannot
be regarded as definitely proved. Ford, let us say,
was one of those men who ought to have lived,, and
does live in this book; why bother about the corpse?
As a type, he is not the novelty to us that he must
have been when he first dazzled Mr. Beresford, or
gave Mr. Kenneth Richmond his first inkling of what
is clumsily called “synthetic” education.
He added
practically nothing to educational theory except a
determination to work it out in practice; a characteristic
stroke of genius with which Mr. Caldwell Cook
has made us familiar in this country, which Tolstoy
attempted in Russia, and of which Professor Dewey
gives many American examples in his “Schools of
Tomorrow.” However he may have expressed it, he
agreed with Carlyle that- “the understanding
is not a
tool; it is a hand that can grasp any tool “ It was
Nietsche’s
boast
that
he had
so trained
his
understandingthat he could, when he liked, learn anything ;
and although Ford never ventured so sweeping an
assertion, he nevertheless acted on the hypothesis. For
he assumed that a child learned nothing that he did
not understand, that even the memory could not be
properly exercised unless it were se-inforced, and
inspired, by the understanding.
So his object was not
to put positive knowledge into the chiId, but to elicit
the understanding that, to solve its own difficulties,
would seek for the knowledge.
At the root of his
“synthetic” education, which amounted
to no more
than an exhaustive examination of whatever subjectmatter, which sought to show the child that everything
was in everything, and the discovery of any one thing
in it depended only on another method of approach,
there was this continual appeal to the understanding,
which, after all, is the substance of mind. If a child
could not understand a thing one way, then he put it
to him in another and another until the child could
understand it ; the object of education really was, for,
him, the teaching of the chilld to think for himself, and
a difficulty, once understood, does not recur.
Me
recognised implicitly that a child is not a little adult,
that he has not all his faculties in king, but that, on
the contrary, there is a continuous evolution both of

the understanding and the mental processes.
Like
Herbert Spencer, he had the evolutionary
type of
mind; from the simple to the complete, was his
process, and he confronted children not with results to be
learned, but with things to be done. They were taught
to look for the conclusion at the end, where, we
believe, it is usually to be found; and by the time that
they got to it, they were able to understand it. He did
not teach grammar
first, and language afterwards ;
he did not bother little boys with Greek syntax when
what they were interested in was the life of little
Greek boys.
To some extent
he anticipated
the
modern doctrine : “ Teach nothing before the child is
ready for it; you will be wasting your time if you do,
and injuring the child.” But as children are always
learning, he had only to enlighten their understanding,
to show them the relations between things and the
complexity of apparently quite simpIe phenomena,
to
enable them to educate themselves, to come out into
the world with open eyes and a developed mind,
His psychology was, of course, similar to that of
the psycho-analytic school, just as his philosophic bias
was towards the Intuitionalists and the Vitalists. Jung
has distinguished the two directions of psychic energy
under the names of introversion and extraversion, or,
as we say more commonly, repression and expression.
The first characterises
the gentleman,
the second the
artist; normal human nature should hold a balance
between the two, for that, and nothing else, is the
definition of sanity. Rut the child-study
of the
psychoanalystshas shown us that repression is a most
dangerousprocess; if “ men are but children of a larger
growth,” it is because their attempts to live out their
childhod
and
develop
new
adaptations
to
circumstances
were thwarted during their early years, They
may “ichor o’er the place, play on, and grow to be
men like us”; but that is exactly the injury we have
done to life. We have stereotyped ourselves, and sent
another generation to face the world with the re-actions
of children. Even in the correction of bad habits, the
repressive method does the maximum of harm, because
it drives the impulse underground and concentrates the
attention on the offence. Ford says somewhere in this
book that lying becomes dignified as a crime under
this treatment; it becomes a feat of daring to tell a
lie. a proof of skill if one is not discovered, and the
proper pride in ourselves is diverted from its proper
source, and the whole mind is given a twist.
But
the expressive method is more concerned with the
development of good habits than the repression of bad
ones; a child, after all, can only do one thing at a
time, and if the master can keep him supplied with
things worthy to be done, can fill his mind with things
of good report, he will have no difficulty inmaintaining
discipline, which, by the way, is not properly regimentation
but is simply behaviour proper to a learner.
With this bias, it is not surprising to discover that
Ford was a believer in the co-education of the sexes,
although it is not clear at what age he would adapt
the teaching to suit the sexual differentiation.
He
does not seem to have fallen into the error of most
co-educationists of ignoring the sex differentiation and
producing scholars indifferently from either sex.
He
refused to enhance the mystery of sex by ignoring it;
but he attempted to explain only the explicable, the
physiological, aspect of it, and then only in relation to
general
physiology.
As he did not make his children
sit at desks, and did make them play games, there was
probably no need for physical education in his school;
but on this point he has less to tell us who are
concerned with general education than the specialists in
the subject. Altogether,
he represents a type which
is becoming increasingIy common ; his tendency was,
perhaps, too decisively intellectual, tended to encourage
the thinker rather than the doer, and to forget the
individual in the type. But the real reason why his

school failed was that the authors could not have
concealedhis identity if it had succeeded; but ’ we are
amply compensated by some delightful stories of travel,
although tire love interest is not well maintained.
The Sense of the Past.
The Ivory Tower.
By
Henry James. (Collins.
net each.)
These two unfinished novels have the additional
interest of providing us with “ chips from an American
workshop,” with the notes that Henry James left of.
his projected development of his themes. His method
was to think of his story in terms of fact clearly
perceived, and then to translate it by his art into
unintelligible apprehension.
His characters talk, talk
at length, but not to say anything; speech is to them
a merely tentacular contact which conveys well or badly
a state of mind or feeling. The impression conveyed
to the reader is that produced by a study of the psychology
of natural history, particularly that of the insect
world; ants tickle the abdomens of aphides, but
apparentlyno milk is produced. That would be too
substantial;what is exhibited is the pleasure of the aphis
in being tickled and the vigour of the ant in tickling.
A remarkable feat? Perhaps; but when the aphis is
a financial greenhorn, when the ant is a financial
speculator, when the whole intention of the book is to
demonstrate the utter corruption of soul that the lust
of money produces, when the story. was so conceived
in actual fact, we are not satisfied with this translation
of the intelligible into the merely vague. For the
defect of Henry James’ method and his style is that
he cannot dramatise the subjective situation ; to achieve
what little intelligibility of apprehension he does achieve
he is compelled to keep his general tone SO low, his
general tension so slack, that we have to listen to his

characters
witha
microphone
even to hear them talking.
He is a
composer
(to
dignify him wiht an
artistic
simile) who mutes his
orchestra,
and then ordersit to
paly
piannissimo"John Brown's Body,"or some
similarly trumperytune. He was a
psychological
artist;
yes; but the
psychology
of the
subjective
is
intensely
dramatic.We have onlyu to read
Dostoieffsky,
who
was practically incapable of objective writing, to see
that all drama is really played in the souls of the
participants; and with what revelation of human
possibilitiesdid he exhibit the drama of the subjective!
But he chose to express, not to bewilder, to give us the
substance of thought, not to deprive us of the substance
of fact.
But Henry James translates the plot of a
dime novel into a sequence of silences which permits
him no possibility of variation ; and without variation,
there can be no drama. Even the ether is subject to
stress, which results in electrical discharge; and if he
were working in that metaphorical medium, there would
be an occasional thunderstorm.
But a thunderstorm
would be transmuted by his art into a sound no louder
than that made by a fly walking on glass; it would
have to be presented to his readers not as a thunderstorm,
not even as a tension of interest, but as a
vague state of hope of somebody that soemthing
would, or was about to, happen. When we reflect that
this sort of thing was done deliberately, that he thought
of a spade and laboured throughout awhoIe book to
make his characters express a vague apprehension of
the realityof labour, we can only marvel at the pains
he took to translate common into unintelligible things,
without adding a phrase to literature, a character to
fiction, or an observation to psychology:
A

Canadian Subaltern.
The Home Letters
to his Mother. (Constable.
2s. net.)

of Billy

“ ‘Billy’s’ Mother” informs us that these letters
“were written without an attempt at literary effect,
and were intended only for a mother’s eye.’’
We
agree with her, and we are not mothers.

Pastiche.
OUR Philosopher
AND
Cupid.
He was not only a philosopher, but he was
philosophical.He welcomed the turbulence of life; it provided
opportunities
for the‘ cultivation
of imperturbability.
Anyone, he often remarked, could stimulate the qualities
of fortitude and restraint during periods of tranquility,
but few could with urbanity undergo the test of adversity.
How easy, he said, it is to be affable to the
obsequious, but how difficult to be placid amid torrents
of’ presumptuous
assertion.
An over-indulgence
in
pleasure he considered as reprehensible as an adumbration
even under provocation or irritability or resentment.
He was also a severe self-critic.
That he himself
might have defects he had on occasions admitted, but
he had suggested on these occasions that these defects
need not be symptomatic of pusillanimity, but could be
legitimately
classified idiosyncrasies.
Cautiousness of purpose and deliberation
of speech
made his personality forceful; his efforts for self-control
and his subsequent
almost unvarying
self-possession
made his company delightful.
By self-analysis and a
healthy introspection he sought to trace the genesis of
his actions.
That
he should
ever
be overwhelmed with
emotionalismwas, we thought, improbable, but his decreasing
appearances at the club made us suspicious; and by
his own confession were those suspicions confirmed.
He said, one night when the club members were well
represented, that he had augmented his acquaintances
by the addition of a member of the opposite sex, and
the influence of his association with her had caused
considerabledislocation of his opinions. Honesty of thought
compelled him to review and revise his previous
statements
on
Liberty. And as there was no merit in
encouraging vacillation by yielding to procrastination, he
thought the present time was opportune for the amendment
of his views.
His definition of Liberty had been, as the club was
aware, more comprehensive than that of Mill. Though
it included freedom of action for each so long as that
freedom did not prevent equal freedom for all, he further
insisted that a man to be free must control and direct
all emotions, all desires, and all appetites.
Therefore,
at the risk of provoking the exasperation of his friends,
and inviting the opprobrium and derision of his
opponents,he felt compelled to admit that his recent and
his present experience necessitated
a modification of
that definition. Integrity of purpose interdicted censure.
His hearers would agree that it was neither virtuous nor
venial to adhere to dogmatic consistency; to applaud
the apotheosis of stability of principle; or to stigmatise
as despicable a vindicable apostasy, when the assimilation
of the teaching
of experience could only be
consonantwith a mutation of opinion.
He deprecated appearing solicitous for their sympathy,
but he might remark parenthetically that during the
past
few months super-sensitive
susceptibilities
had
developed, and he had been tortured with injudicious
anxiety, and had spent hours in the torments of baseless
agitation.
His habitually unruffled sequence of thought
had been interrupted by the spasmodic and disturbing
intrusion
of irrelevant matter.
Details
of social
intercourseso preposterously trivial that only by exaggeration
could they be termed even commonplace had been
objects of microscopic contemplation-nay,
more, of a
scrutiny so persistently repeated as to become painful.
Insignificant incidents quite unworthy of reference had
been magnified into such dimensions
that they had
diverted the consideration of problems of cosmic importance.
The irritating interpolation
of these extraneous
futilities was affecting adversely his literary
productivity.
He had exhausted the resources of psychology
in ineffectual endeavours to stem the invasion of these
by-products of emotionalism, and in the determination
to liberate himself from the domination of obsession.
Some emotions, he thought, were so deeply planted that
to attempt their eradication seemed to involve the
diggingup of the roots of life itself.
While Liberty exacts self-discipline, it also demands
the gratification of all rational desires.
Ne reminded
his auditors that an indiscriminating abnegation and a
fatuously-vicarious
sacrifice were irreconcilably antago-

nistic to his conception of liberty. Self-denial predicates
restriction,
sacrifice implies surrender,
and though
circumstances could ennoble both, each was nevertheless a
subtraction from ideal freedom. And if the aim of the
zealous votary was the realisation of complete liberty, it
followed by logical implication that the devotee was of
necessity compelled to strive for the satisfaction of a
rational
aspiration. Should the efforts of the aspirant
be retarded by the unintelligible perversity, the tantalising inconsistency,
the purposeless
and tangential
manoeuvring of, the only one through whom the desire
was attainable, then he considered he was justified in
taking the extreme course and denouncing such tergiversation
as absolutely
subversive
of liberty.
Probity of
conscience had prevailed over reluctance, for had he
succumbed to apprehensive timidity such a denunciation
would have been- stifled ; although it was promulgated
with deliberation it was only at the expense of a
perturbation almost synonymous
with anguish.
His
thoughts were not only perplexing but were gloomy,
almost hypchondriacal,
for precision of reasoning
compelledhim to contemn what emotionalism incited him
to approve.
In view of his devotion to the lofty tenets of Liberty,
was he justified in renouncing all attempts to acquire
the object of his desire? If so, what pretext existed for
predilection?
All the desires of men were for pleasure,
therefore the abandonment of a single desire connotes
the abdication of all pleasure.
As
immoderate
indulgencein pleasure was vicious, abjuration of desire would
result in a spurious virtue : a virtue by compulsion and
therefore ethically an abomination. He demanded from
Liberty emancipation from such a dilemma.
He was
neither conjuring with a congeries of morbid fantasies
nor was he living in a chimera of imagination. He felt
his freedom was being circumscribed not by a fortuitous
coalition of coercive circumstances, but by an obdurate,
inexplicable, and indefensible capriciousness.
It was
repugnant
to dignity
as well as incompatible with
Liberty to stoop to the humiliation of supplication.
Duringthe recent stress of an acute despondency he was
conscious of an ignominious impulse of an obscure
origin which if not restrained would have precipitated
him into the degradation of solicitation. To demand was
tyrannical, but to plead was servile. The principles of
Liberty treated with hostility all mandates and all
petitions. Hatred of hypocrisy precluded him from
practisingdissimulation.
He repeated he could not view
with impassivity the dereliction of desire ; but considerations
of health compelled him to realise that he
possessedneither the mental force nor the physical agility
requisite to conduct the extensive campaign apparently
demanded to control the erratic gyrations of petulance.
Was he, then, to be denied the gratification of a legitimate
aspiration? Then, the ideal of perfect liberty was
a phantasm, and mankind by seeking to realise it were
attempting ,to reach the unapproachable.
Therefore, it was with considerable trepidation, but
lie hoped not with discredit, that he now acknowledged
that candour constrained him to make a revocation of
all previous declarations.
To avoid an infraction of a
fundamental postulate of truth it must be asserted that
Liberty could never be subordinated to emotion : it was
so subordinated in his case, therefore he felt in his
presentmood that a nobler, a more elevated ideal must be
substituted, an ideal so transcendently embracing that
it included the whole of human activities ; an ideal, the
realisation of which would be an interpretation of the
sublime; an ideal that brought the sweetness of life to
the lips of the votary. He had sought with the zeal of
devotion for such an ideal.
And if success brought
happiness, his happiness was complete, for he had found
that ideal in Reciprocity.
J. G. F.
SPRING.
I knew you and knew your beauty, bat only thought
Of that other beauty that artists, long-since dead, had
wrought
On canvas and marble and painted glass :
And so we let the days and the weeks pass
Unnoticed as a bird that flies
Above the house, until one day, walking in friendly wise,

We heard a far-off blackbird sing
And suddenly remembered it was Spring.
And then I remembered your dark eyes and your fragrant
lips and your cool
Hands that had touched mine, and that you were
beautiful :
And our eyes met, and our hands : and glad and elate
We sought the woods and the fields and the Springtime
beyond the City gate.
DESMONDFITZGERALD.

Memoranda.
(From last week’s NEW AGE.)
Every luxury bought by fools in the interest of
knaves subtracts from the sum of necessities available
for life.
Who controls money has the control of absolute social
equality in his hands.
Are we to ration everything but incomes over a
hundred
ayear?
Capital is victorious over Labour: the war-map of
the distribution of wealth shows it.
We cannot have Protection for production and Laissezfaire for distribution.
Without the ‘‘ goodwill ’’ of Labour the present
capital-values would have to be written down almost to
zero.--“ Notes of the Week.”
If parliaments are corrupt they should
and not superseded.-S.
VERDAD.

be reformed

A political revolution would only change the personnel
of the Government; and such a change
can be
brought about by the simpler means of voting for it.
Our concern is not with the heavenly image of the
State, but with the State as incarnated in the persons
of the people we elect to exercise certain powers.NATIONALGUILDSMEN.
Although the wrong end of the stick is in the mud,
the stick is the same, and our need is for education
in getting hold of the right end.
There is no act of effectual giving without a
complementary
act
of
receiving.
That which we call inspiration has to be actively
interpreted,
as well as received, by the unconscious
mind.--Kenneth
RICHMOND.
Before Robertson, there were no ladies and
gentlemen,
there were only kings and queens, squires and
base varlets on the stage; since Robertson there have
been nothing else but ladies and gentlemen. He made
the stage respectable,
and elevated acting
not,
unfortunately, to the rank of a fine art, but to the status
of a learned profession.-John
FRANCISHOPE.
In order to see a thing clearly Henry James had to
make a memory of it.
Nobody is likely to be happier “dead” than Henry
James.-R.
H. C.
Financial revolutions may come and go, but the
general public is blind to them.
The point about the War Loan is that it has been
subscribed in “cheap pounds”;
but if the currency
reverts to its gold basis, the War Loan will be repaid
in “dear pounds.”
If the gold basis is restored, industry will be the
slave of finance, and as politics is always the slave of
industry, finance will be the master of the world.A. E. R.
The combination
of what
is really perhaps
provincialism
in politics with an impossible purity of national
ideals, or else with cosmopolitan ideals, is by no means
rare in Ireland, but it is not good enough for the Modern
Irishman.--JOHN EGLINTON.
If we cannot emancipate the clergy from their Byzantine
chrysalis,
let us at least emancipate ourselves.-.
Saint GRORGE.

PRESS Cuttings.
A Trade Union has been described by
Mr. Sidney
Webb in his “History of Trade Unionism”
as a
continuousassociation of wage earners for
the
purposeof
maintaining
or improving
the
conditionsof their
employment.
Evolutionhas beeen in
process,and is
apparentnot
only in
industry,in
Trade-Unionism,
but also in the
mindsof
Trade
Unionists.
Mr. Oragein his
recently
publisheded
book entitled
"An
Alphabetof
Economics" saysthat “a
Trade
Union is a rudimentary organ for the ultimate
overthrow of capitalism, and Trade Unionism
is
its
activity.”
Accepting this definition a Trade
Unionist
may be described as one who is a member of
such an
organisation consciously working for the
destruction of
capitalism and the end of the wage system, which is
something more than the maintenance and
improvement
of the
workers’
position
in industry.
The first
definition may imply the perpetuation
of the wage
system, and the latter definition the destruction of the
wage system. The difference is in objective, and it is
in the objective that a person uses his relative terms
and finds reason to express the opinion that, although
a person may be a member of a Trade Union organisation,
he is not in keeping with the modern
principle
of Trade Unionism, and cannot be termed expressly
a
Trade Unionist.--“ Railway Review.”

Mr. Tillett (Salford, N., Lab.), in a maiden speech,
said that profiteering commenced as soon as the war
began. The Food Controller did not take office until
the profiteers had well entrenched themselves.
Due
hon. member had said they did not want to use
the
prison, but he thought the time had come when
even
more than the prison should be used for profiteers
We
could much more afford to lose all the profiteers
than
we couldafford to lose one good soldier.
We
could
much more afford to have them all shot, than to losea
company
of soldiers.
(Hear, hear.)
He did not
believe theGermans
would beat us, but there was much
more fear that we should be beaten by the profiteer.

If it had been possible to finance the war from
day
to day by means entirely of the proceeds of
taxation
and of loans of money drawn from the savings of the
people, there can be no doubt that the general increase
of prices would, have been considerably less than it has
been; the result would have been to transfer purchasing
power from the hands of individuals to the hands
of the Government. But the Government, through, the
Bank of England and the joint stock banks, has created
large new credits to enable its contractors to expand
their production. It has also borrowed from the Bank
of England large sums on Ways and Means advances,
and in so far as these advances have not been offset
by equivalent borrowings from the market on the part
of the Bank, which has not always been the case, this
operation has been a pure creation of credit.
The Government has received from time to time
considerable surds from the reserves of the joint stock
banks in subscriptions to the newly created
Government
securities,
and
these
sums
have
been liberated
in the course of Government expenditure.
These
measures may not in any way affect the soundness and
stability of our financial institutions,
but they have
had the result of creating new purchasing power on a
large scale.
This new purchasing power, distributed
over the greatest part of the nation, in so far as it
spends itself in investments in Government loans, does
not take the form of additional demands for goods and
does not send up prices. But in so far as this new
purchasing power comes into the market for commodities
and takes the form of additional demands for goods,
it dues send up prices.-SELECT COMMITTEE’SREPORTOn
NATIONAL
Expenditure

Even if you had a nation educated to understand the
uses of law and the necessity for it, the referendum
would be further off than ever; for no such nation
would for a-moment dream of giving people power to
make laws or veto them without having heard them
exhaustively discussed, for and against. Sixteen million
adult men and women cannot sit in a legislative
chamber and thrash out the pros and cons of the
measures that have to be taken every session by the
Government. The physical facts of space and
multitude
compel them to appoint a manageable number of
representatives to obtain all the necessary information ;
hear all the arguments; and make the decision.
Are
they likely, having done this, to demand that the decision
shall
be over-ridden
by
people
who have
not
obtained the information, have not heard the arguments,
and arc for the most part incapable of making a
decision ?--BERNARD SHAW in “Workers Dreadnought. ”
The Comities Purposes Committee of the Corporation
of the City of London, in their report to the Common
Council on the subject of the use of the inland
waterways
of the country for the conveyance of all kinds of
traffic which can be conveyed by water, make the
following recommendations : That the inland waterways
be unified and improved with a view to their extended
use. That the latter object can best be obtained by
construction of a centra1 authority, with Parliamentary
powers, to take over and develop the existing system
of inland waterways on the lines of the Port of London
Authority Act, 1908, with such modifications as are
considerednecessary to meet the circumstances. We further
recommend that the Government be urged to give effect
to the recommendations of the Royal Commission
appointed in 1906 to inquire into and report upon the
canals and inland navigations of the United Kingdom.
Whatever may be thought of the policy of the
Harmsworthsin several respects--and I confess that I hold
some fairly strong opinions on the point--it would be
lle to deny the success acheived from a commercial
point of view. In the year ended October 31 last, this
company secured from sales arid advertisements
a
revenue totalling
or
in excess of the
1915-16 figure, and not very Ear short of the record set
up in the preceding period. With paper at an unheardof level, and materials and labour also more costly than
before, it is not surprising to find that expenses have
risen in a somewhat greater degree than the gross
revenue, leaving the net profit about
down at
Investments
stand
at
the
increased
amount
of over a million, and brought in an average yield
exceeding 6 per cent., as against about
per cent.; for
1915-16 Reserve again gets
The amount
written off goodwill, etc., although less than that of a
year ago-which
in turn was below the increased
appropriation of 1914-is still liberal at
Altogether,the position is a verystrong one. I have neither
the time nor inclination to read the kind of stuff issued
by the Amalgamated Press ; but it undoubtedly appeals
to a very large- public. The payment of 40 per cent. for
13 years in succession is a fine achievement.-City
Editor of the “New Witness.”

